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CHAPTER   I. 

CUPID    AND    PSYCHE. 

In  two  days  after  their  submersion  Eric  and 
Theodora  had  recovered  from  the  shock, 
chill,  and  exhaustion  caused  by  so  narrow 
an  escape  from  a  watery  grave. 

Frank  Freeman,  too,  had  sufficiently 
recovered  to  be  able  to  rest  on  a  sofa  in  the 
drawing-room,  and  the  Brassingham  house- 
hold had  begun  to  return  to  its  ordinary 
manners  and  customs. 

Lady  Catherine  had  arrived  post  haste  on 
the  receipt  of  Mr.  Brassingham's  letter, 
informing  her  of  her  son's  dangerous  fall 
from  his  horse;  but  Agatha's  skill,  combined 
with     Frank's    vigorous    constitution,    Jiad 

VOL.  III.  B 
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trium2:>hecl  over  his  hurt  even  before  her 
arrivaL 

Mrs.  Iliffams  and  tlic  remainder  of  her 
guests,  namely,  Mrs.  and  Miss  Tempest,  and 
Captain  Selfe,  had  follovred  the  others  to 
Brassingham  Park,  on  the  day  after  the  two 
accidents  had  occurred,  so  that  all  the  party 
who  had  foregathered  at  the  Yorkshire 
Wells  earlier  in  the  year  were  now  domiciled 
beneath  the  same  roof. 

Of  course  Theodora's  heroic  rescue  of  Eric 
from  the  ver}^  jaws  of  death  was  a  never- 
failing  theme  for  conversation  when  she  was 
not  jDresent.  Indeed,  the  daring,  strength, 
and  skill  she  had  exhibited  were  tlie  talk  of 
the  whole  neighbourhood ;  and,  as  the  atten- 
tions of  Eric  Amory  to  Mr.  Brassingham's 
daughters  liad  for  some  time  past  been 
matter  for  comment  both  in  London  and 
Wimbledon,  everybody  daily  exj^ected  to  hear 
that  Theodora  had  consented  to  become  the 
wife  of  the  man  wdiose  life  she  had  saved  at 
the  risk  of  lier  own. 

Great,  therefore,  was  the  surprise  when  it 


CUPID    AND   PSYCHE.  '3 

was  given  out,  on  Eric's  recovery  and 
reaj^pearance  in  society,  that  lie  was 
engaged  not  to  Theodora,  but  to  her  sister 
May.  Society  felt  inclined  to  be  indignant. 
The  eternal  fitness  of  thins^s,  accordino^  to 
society's  views,  seemed  to  be  imperilled. 
The  story  of  the  rescue  was  altogether  a 
very  thrilling  and  romantic  incident,  and 
society  felt  balked  of  its  legitimate  conclu- 
sion, a  marriage  between  the  hero  and 
heroine  in  the  drama. 

But  it  was  Theodora  herself  who  had 
insisted  upon  the  immediate  acknowledg- 
ment of  Eric's  eno^ao^ement  to  her  sister 
May.  She  saw  how  surely  her  own  name 
would  be  linked  with  Eric's  in  the  nei2:li- 
bourhood  when  it  became  known  that  she 
had  been  instrumental  in  saving  his  life.  She 
communicated  her  determination  to  have  no 
misunderstanding  on  the  subject  to  Agatha 
Bonchurch,  and  Agatha,  who  had  herself 
foreseen  the  probable  complications  arising 
from  the    river    adventure,   entirelv  a^-reed 
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with  her. 
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Mr.  Brassinglianij  tliougli  ho  would  liave 
preferred  being"  rid  of  Theodora,  in  view  of 
his  own  marriag-e  witli  Violet,  was  by  no 
means  displeased  by  Eric  Amory's  iiroposal. 
The  young  man  was  well  off  in  the  matter 
of  this  world's  goods,  gentle,  amiable,  and 
of  a  rare  beauty  of  person.  In  birth  and 
position  he  was  neither  above  nor  below  the 
Brassinghams — the  less  said  about  the  pro- 
genitors '  of  both  the  better — and  the  total 
contrast  he  presented  to  the  Brassingliam 
family  in  person,  character,  and  temper,  was 
an  additional  reason  for  believing  a  union 
between  him  and  a  Brassingliam  would  prove 
a  happy  one. 

Lady  Amory,  on  the  other  hand,  was 
honestly  delighted  that  her  son  had  chosen 
May  instead  of  Theodora.  In  her  heart  of 
hearts  Lady  Amory  was  greatly  afraid  of 
the  latter,  and  she  felt  that,  had  Theodora 
become  Mrs.  Eric  Amory,  her  own  influence 
over  her  son  woidd  have  vanished  once  for 
all.  Not  so  as  matters  stood.  May  was  a 
Brassingliam,  it  was  true,  and  consequently 
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bound  to  inherit  the  irrepressible  character- 
istics of  her  race,  but  she  was  as  yet  unde- 
veloped, and  from  being  the  youngest  had 
hitherto  had  but  small  opportunity  of 
assuming  that  imperiousness  of  manner  and 
obstinacy  of  temper  which  characterized 
both  her  sisters  to  so  great  a  degree. 

So  Mr.  Brassingham  and  Lady  Amory 
shook  hands  over  the  projected  alliance,  and 
then  the  matter  was  settled.  Love-making 
is  a  catching  disease,  especially  when  many 
young  peoj^le  of  both  sexes  spend  a  whole 
autumn  in  each  others  constant  society  ;  and 
in  other  cases,  besides  Theodora's,  there 
seemed  considerable  reason  to  doubt  whether 
its  course  would  run  smooth. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

MPtS.    TEMPEST    HAS    MLSGIVINGS. 

Perhaps  the  little  love-god  wings  no  surer 
shaft  than  that  which  aims  at  the  regenera- 
tion of  its  object.  Either  the  arrow  pierces 
deep,  or  is  shattered  against  the  target. 
One  of  the  two  is  always  the  worse  for  the 
contact,  unless  the  circumstances  are  such  as 
to  give  hopes  of  a  real  and  abiding  union. 

Now  Mrs.  Tempest  was  a  shrewd  woman 
of  the  world  ;  a  woman  witli  many  faults 
and  shortcomingSj  a  bit  of  an  adventuress, 
owing  to  her  surroundings  and  her  extreme 
poverty,  but  a  Avoman  with  a  large  heart  and 
a  quick  brain  for  all  that,  and  a  tliorough 
gentlewoman,  whicli,  in  tliesc  days  of   coun- 
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tcrfeit  gentility,  means  a  compendium  of 
social  virtues. 

And  3Irs.  Tempest,  not  without  reason, 
was  becoming  anxious  with  a  m(  other's 
anxiety  for  the  peace  of  mind  of  both  her 
son  and  her  dauo-hter.  With  re^'ard  to 
Loftus,  grateful  as  3Irs.  Tempest  was  to 
Agatha  Bonchurch  for  her  noble  influence 
over  her  son  in  rea'ard  to  his  besettinir  sin, 
she  was  not  without  her  fears  lest  the  youn<:^ 
man's  unbounded  admiration  for  his  guardian 
auirel  should  take  the  form  of  love. 

Much  as  she  would  have  liked  Agatha  lor 
a  dauaiiter-in-law  in  manv  wars,  Mrs.  Tem- 
pest,  with  her  natural  shrewdness,  foresaw 
that  such  an  attachment  must  needs  be  pro- 
ductive of  hopes  most  diihcult  of  realization, 
if  not  wholly  impossible  of  fulfilment  :  and 
it  was  with  a  feelins:  almost  of  dismay  that 
she  saw  how  Loftus  hung  on  every  word 
and  look  of  A^ratha's :  how  he  would  follow 
her  about  like  a  dog,  and  was  never  at  rest 
save  in  her  inspiring  and  inspiriting 
presence. 
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For  Loftus  was  penniless— absolutely  de- 
pendent upon  liis  mother  for  bed  and  board. 
Beyond  this  he  was  by  nature  indolent. 
Brains  he  had,  brains  that  might  be  turned 
to  account  for  embellishing  life  and  life's 
hard  w^ork,  but  not  such  brains  as  would 
make  the  fortune  they  might  adorn,  if  that 
fortune  were  but  ready  made.  Mrs.  Tempest 
felt  truly  that  should  Agatha,  herself  penni- 
less and  dependent,  reciprocate  her  son's 
attachment,  a  life  of  poverty,  such  as  must 
quench  such  superficial  talents  as  Loftus 
possessed,  must  be  their  married  lot ; 
whereas  if  Loftus  but  married  money,  so 
that  his  life  was  not  one  mill-round  of 
bread-winning,  he  might  still  live  to  be  an 
ornament  to  society,  instead  of,  as  he  had 
hitherto  been,  a  curse  to  himself  and  all  who 
knew  him. 

In  Yorkshire  Mrs.  Tempest  had  been  quite 
aware  that  Miss  Martha  Higgins  had  set  her 
cap,  with  as  much  persistency  as  that  young 
lady  was  capable  of,  at  Mr.  Gerald  Tresilian. 
The   faultlessness    of    that    gentleman's  ap- 
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jDoiutmeiits,  the  repose  of  his  manner,  tlie 
courtesy  of  his  behaviour,  the  aristocratic 
grace  which  he  contrived  to  throw  into  his 
smallest  actions,  had  fascinated  the  homely, 
freckled  little  heiress ;  and  for  a  time  she 
had  cherished  dreams  which  Mrs.  Tempest 
felt  sure  could  never  be  fulfilled.  For  Mr. 
Tresilian  was  not  at  all  the  sort  of  person 
to  run  after  heiresses,  freckled  or  otherwise. 
He  had  j)lenty  of  money  of  his  own  to  begin 
with,  and  he  had  an  unaffected  detestation 
of  matrimony  and  all  that  it  entailed ;  so  that 
had  Miss  Higgins  added  the  beauty  of  Venus 
and  the  wdt  of  a  Madame  de  Stael  to  her 
large  fortune,  Mrs.  Tempest  did  not  believe 
she  would  have  been  much  nearer  to  the 
heart  or  hand  of  Mr.  Gerald  Tresilian. 

But  Loftus !  wdiat  a  match  for  him  would 
Martha  Higgins  be  !  With  all  her  giggling 
and  affectation  she  was  a  good  little  girl 
— w^arm-hearted,  affectionate,  and  unselfish. 
Ah  I  if  Miss  Bonchurch  were  but  safely  out 
of  the  way,  thought  Mrs.  Tempest,  might 
not  Loftus  and  Martha  console  eacli  other 
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for     what     cacli     respectively     could     not 


get? 


Mr.  Tresilian  was  (juitc  aware  tliat  lie  had 
become  an  object  of  interest  in  the  heiress's 
<3yes,  and  it  was  amusing  to  watch  his  quiet 
persistency  in  keeping  out  of  her  way,  and 
ignoring  her  little  advances. 

So  far  so  good  for  Mi'«-  Tempest's  hopes  ; 
but  though  Loft  us  was  perfectly  good  friends 
with  Miss  Higgins,  and  was  always  ready  to 
<lance  attendance  on  her,  in  much  the  same 
way  that  a  good-natured  dog  Avill  receive 
the  invitations  to  play  made  by  a  solitary 
kitten,  still  it  was  only  too  evident  that  his 
€yes  and  ears,  his  hopes  and.  his  heart,  were 
for  Agatha  l^onchurch  alone  ;  and  Mrs. 
Tempest  would  sigh  as  she  recognized  the 
fact. 

AVith  regard  to  Matilda,  Mvs.  Tempest 
was  at  her  wits'  end.  The  airl  ^vas  hand- 
some  in  a  Avay,  and  dashing,  too  dashing, 
indeed,  as  most  young  men  felt,  for  any  thing- 
more  serious  tlian  a  strong  flirtation.  Miss 
Tempest's  name  had  been  linked  with  man  v. 
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She  was  as  well  known  in  garrison  towns  as 
the  barracks  themselves ;  and  men  Y>'ho  had 
learnt  the  art  of  flirtation  from  Miss  Tempest 
when  they  were  beardless  boys,  were  now 
the  fathers  of  families,  and  talked  of  Matilda, 
if  they  mentioned  her  at  all,  as  one  of  tlicir 
*'  narrow  escapes."  Once  or  twice,  perhaps. 
Miss  Tempest  had  been  slightly  grazed,  but 
never  hit  hard,  and  it  was  with  a  surjorise 
as  great  as  Iier  sorrow  tliat  Mrs.  Tempest 
perceived  at  the  Yorksliire  Wells  that  inde- 
finable, vague,  subtle  change  in  her  daughter's 
demeanour,  which  told  her,  more  decisively 
than  any  words  could  have  done,  that  Matilda's 
heart  had  gone  out  of  her  own  keeping,  and 
had  helplessly  but  irretrievably  been  placed 
at  the  feet  of  Julian  Ferrand. 

Mrs.  Tempest  had  expostulated,  first  mildly, 
tlien  autlioritatively,  against  what  she  saw 
was  sheer  madness  on  her  daughter's  j^^art. 
All  had  been  in  vain.  Matilda  Tempest  had 
plenty  of  character,  overlaid  hitherto  with 
the  frivolitv  of  the  rovino-  sort  of  life  that 
had  been  licr  lot.       Tlie  inane  vanities    of 
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garrison  towns  and  fashionable  Ayatcring- 
places  had  done  tlicir  worst  to  spoil  a  woman 
capable  of  better  things ;  but  Love  had  come 
at  last,  as  so  often  he  docs  come  to  such 
women,  late — ah,  how  often  too  late  !  wlien 
youtli  is  over  and  beauty  waning,  and  all 
the  fresh  bloom  of  girlhood  vanishing  from 
the  wasted  cheek.  But  Love  is  Love  to  her 
as  much  as  to  coy,  blushing  seventeen — a 
fiercer  passion  even,  and  one  that  stirs  to 
grander  deeds  than  result  from  the  earlier 
arrows  of  the  god. 

Miss  Tempest  knew,  and  her  mother  knew, 
that  Ferrand's  heart  was  given  elsewhere, 
but  not  until  his  presence  had  inspired  in  the 
girl's  heart  the  one  great  passion  of  her  life. 
Perhaps  the  very  reason  of  her  past  failures 
had  been  that  her  ideal  man  had  always 
been  so  marked  a  person  in  her  imagination. 
Man  after  man  had  crossed  her  path,  v^'lio 
were  as  pigmies  to  that  ideal  figure  whose 
love  she  longed  for,  whose  homage  she  could 
more  than  return.  And  now  at  last  the 
ideal  had  become  real,  the  shadow  had  taken 
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sliape,  and  in  Julian  Ferrand  ske  knew  she 
had  found  her  fate.  And  what  fate  ?  Alas  ! 
she  knew  that  too.  She  knew  that  she  ^as 
loving  against  hope, — loving  an  idol  who 
was  as  a  marble  god  to  her,  as  insensible  to 
her  charms  as  carven  stone.  But  could  she 
love  tlic  less  for  this  ?  Xo.  Love  ever 
comes  unbidden,  and  stays  whether  wo  will 
or  no,  to  make  life  blossom  with  countless 
flowers,  or  to  rankle  in  the  poisoned  wound 
till  death. 

Besides  the  untoward  love  affairs  of  her 
son  and  daughter,  Mrs.  Tempest  had  anxie- 
ties of  the  gravest  possible  nature.  Her 
income  had  always  been  small  since  her 
husband's  death,  but  by  a  strict  economy 
which  bordered  on  meanness,  and  which  her 
generous  nature  loathed,  she  had  contrived 
to  keep  body  and  soul  together  for  herself 
and  her  children. 

Captain  Selfe  had  hitherto  succeeded  in 
contributing  his  share  to  the  expenses  of  the 
Tempest  menage^  though  how  he  managed 
to   scrape  together    enough  was  a  mystery 
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even  to  Mrs.  ♦Tempest,  wlio  was  up  to  most 
ways,  recognized  or  doubtful,  of  turning  a 
joenny.  But  even  Selfe  had  for  some  months 
past  ceased  to  Lring  any  grist  to  the  co- 
operative mill.  They  had  been  long  absent 
from  any  metropolis,  from  all  clubs,  from  all 
pigeon-shooting,  horse-racing,  and  gambling. 
Even  the  small  but  regular  addition  to  Selfe's 
income  made  by  pool  and  pyramids  had 
been  wanting  of  late,  and  the  affairs  of  the 
Tempest  family  looked  darker  and  darker 
daily. 

Then  Mrs.  Tempest  said  to  herself,  ^^Must 
Selfe  leave  us  ? ''  But  she  had  only  whis- 
pered it  to  herself,  and  had  checked  the 
question  almost  before  it  had  had  birth. 
But  the  whisper  was  repeated  louder  and 
louder  as  the  time  of  Anne  Brassingham's 
wedding  and  the  consequent  end  of  their 
visit  to  Mrs.  Higgins  drew  near.  Then, 
when  the  whisper  had  asserted  its  right  to 
be  recognized  as  a  question,  and  as  a  ques- 
tion that  claimed  a  right  to  have  an  answer, 
what  possible  answer    could  Mrs.   Tempest 
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give  herself  ?  Was  she  to  stint  her  own 
children  in  the  very  necessaries  of  life 
because — because  what  ?  And  then  there 
had  dawned  upon  Mrs.  Tempest  how  the 
sentence  must  end  unless  slie  willfully  de- 
ceived herself;  and  this  she  never  did.  Self- 
deception  w^as  self-destruction  in  her  code  of 
morals.  Then  slie  would  finish  the  half- 
framed  sentence,  not  aloud,  oidy  in  somo 
remotest  recesses  of  her  silent  brain,  ^'because 
■ — because  she  loved  him.''  Yes,  there  was 
the  reason  why  she  could  not,  would  not^ 
did  not  dissolve  this  strange  partnership. 
She  was  older,  years  older,  than  PJiilip  Selfe  ; 
but  wdiat  has  age  to  do  with  love  ?  Until 
the  prospect  of  parting  with  this  handsome 
adventurer  had  come  close  to  her,  had  suiz'- 
gested  itself  as  being  necessary  in  a  few 
weeks  at  most,  Mrs.  Tempest  had  not 
gauged  the  de2;)th  of  her  feelings  for  him. 

'-'  She  was  fifty,''  she  w^ould  say  to  herself. 
^^  What  business  had  she  with  anv  affections, 
save  those  that  ^vere  maternal  ?  She  was 
stout  and  portly  and  rheumatic,  but  size  and 
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disease  are  no  safeguards  to  the  heart.    ^'  Oh! 

how  solitary  it  would  be  to  go  through  old 

age  alone,  after  having  known  of  late  years 

a  man  who,  adventurer  as  he  was,  had  made 

himself  the  very  prop   and  mainstay  of  her 

existence.      What    would    have   become    of 

Loftus  but  for  him  ?     With  what  brotherly 

devotion  had  he  not  looked  after  Matilda's 

interests,  and  rescued  both  son  and  daughter 

from  the  consequences  of  being  indisc2'eet  ?" 

And  Mrs.  Temj^est  Avould  lie  back  in  her 

eas^^-chair,  and  conjure  up  the  image  of  the 

fair,  broad-shouldered  captain,  Avitli  his  blue 

eyes  and  sweeping  blonde  moustache,   and 

the  yellow  hair  that  was  beginning  to  get 

grey,  and  she  would  sigh   over  her  poverty 

and  her  infirmities  as  she  never  did  until  she 

had  admitted  to  herself  how  dear  this  man 

had  become  to  her  thus  late  in  life. 

^'  There  certainly  is  no  fool  like  an  old 
fool,"  Mrs.  Tempest  would  say  to  herself  as 
a  concluding  remark.  Nevertheless,  she 
would  leave  the  easy-chair,  and  see  that  her 
cap  was  straight  and  her  hair  smooth,  when 
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she  heard  Selfc's  heavy  footfall  on  the 
stairSj  and  hope  in  her  heart  of  hearts,  poor 
soul !  that  her  portly  figure  miglit  after  all 
be  considered  buxom,  and  her  weight  of 
years  but  add  to  her  dignity. 

It  will  be  seen,  then,  that  Brassingham 
Park,  during  the  week  preceding  Anne's 
wedding,  was  a  perfect  hot-bed  of  the  tender 
passion,  in  which,  in  one  form  or  another, 
loving  or  loved,  almost  every  one  was  impli- 
cated or  interested.  The  cross-purposes  were 
many,  the  heart-burnings  and  jealousies 
great,  but  there  was  nothing  small  or  mean 
about  either  the  Brassinghams  or  the  Tem- 
pests, and  such  sorrows  as  had  to  be  borne 
were  borne  with  dignity  and  composure. 

To  most  people  beneath  the  Brassinghams' 
roof  there  remained  hope ;  but  to  some  a 
dearth  of  hojie  which  amounted  more  or  less 
nearly  to  despair. 

Violet  was  in  despair,  for  marriage  was 
near  and  love  far  away. 

Julian  was  in  despair,  for  the  object 
of  his   love   was   to   bo   given   to   another, 
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and  ho  Jiad  not  oven  the  poor  consolation 
of  believing  himself  beloved. 

Matilda  Tempest  was  in  despair,  for  she 
had  given  all  and  received  nothing  in  ox- 
change. 

Theodora  Brassingham  was  in  despair,  for 
were  not  her  youtli  and  beauty  and  wealth 
all  useless  to  compel  the  homage  of  the  man 
she  loved  ? 

The  poor  dressmaker,  Julia  Ferris,  or 
Madame  Ferrand,  or  Mrs.  Steele,  by  which- 
ever name  we  call  her,  was  in  despair ;  for, 
Anne's  marriage  celebrated,  Mr.  Brassing- 
ham's  would  speedily  follow,  and  then  good- 
bye for  ever  to  all  hope  and  love  in 
life. 

HoAV  Loftus  Tempest  cursed  the  accident 
that  had  given  Agatha  Bonchurch  the  position 
of  nurse  to  Frank  Freeman !  How  he  longed 
for  Frank's  opportunities,  even  for  the  inter- 
esting pallor  of  the  invalid.  For  the  eyes 
of  love  are  sharp,  and  almost  impenetrable 
as  was  Agatha's  Eastern  face,  Loftus  felt 
bitterly  certain  that  Freeman's  accident  had 
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given  Agatha's  love  to  liis  rival,   and  Lad 
sealed  his  own  fate. 

In  the  ver^^  first  interview  that  Freeman 
had  had  with  Mr.  Brassingliam  he  had  men- 
tioned his  meeting  with  Charlie,  and  had 
implored  the  former  to  seek  out  his  son  and 
be  reconciled  to  him  at  once. 

But  Mr.  Brassingham  was  obdiu-ate. 
^^  Charlie  could  come  home  when  he 
pleased,"  he  said.  '^  It  was  not  for  him  to 
fetch  himi.  The  first  steps  towards  recon- 
ciliation must  be  taken  by  Charlie.  If  he 
preferred  a  vagabond  life,  let  him  have  it." 

Then  Mr.  Brassingham  had  turned  on 
his  heel  with  more  than  usual  abruj)tness 
and  hauteur,  and  Frank  had  felt  snubbed  and 
did  not  dare  ajDproach  the  subject  a  second 
time. 

Besides  which,  his  heart  was  full  of 
Agatha. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

A   DRESS    REHEARSAL. 

Two  days  before  Anne's  marriage  all  tlie 
young  ladies  were  busy  in  the  workroom 
with  Mrs.  Steele,  having  a  last  look  at  the 
trousseau  before  it  was  finally  packed,  and 
trying  on  their  own  bridesmaids'  dresses. 

The  conversation  turned  more  uj)on  the 
fancy  ball  that  was  to  follow  the  wedding 
than  on  the  wedding  itself,  the  latter  sub- 
ject being  by  this  time  worn  threadbare. 

^^I  wish  I  could  have  seen  the  fancy 
ball,"  Anne  was  saying.  ^^  It  always  seems 
so  hard  that  the  bride  and  bridegroom 
should  be  absent  from  the  amusements  given 
in  their  honour." 
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^^  As  the  day  is  so  dreadfully  wet,"  sug- 
gested Martha  Higgins,  ever  ready  to  please, 
^'  we  Illicit  have  a  dress  rehearsal,  as  it 
were,  of  all  our  costumes.  You  ought  to  see 
them  while  they  are  fresh,  Anne  dear." 

^^  But  the  men  are  all  playing  pyramids," 
said  Matilda  Tempest.  '^You  may  be  sure 
they  will  not  leave  the  billiard-room  to 
j)lease  us  by  dressing  up  in  broad  day- 
light I  " 

^^AVhy  should  they  not,  indeed?"  said 
Anne,  her  combative  instincts  aroused  by  the 
insinuation  that  the  men  j^referred  pyramids 
to  ladies.  "  I  shall  go  and  ask  them  my- 
self, and  make  a  point  of  their  obliging  us. 
Pyramids,  indeed  I  "  So  saying  Anne  sailed 
off  to  the  billiard-room. 

Frank  Freeman's  wound  had  nearl  v  healed, 
and  he  was  about  again,  but  looking  pale 
and  worn. 

Eric  Amory  was  quite  recovered,  and  was 
now,  as  of  yore,  the  noisiest  of  a  noisy  party, 
his  great  blue  eyes  brimful  of  fun  and 
merriment. 
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Mr.  Brassingliam  had  gone  to  London — on 
business,  he  had  given  out — in  reality  to  fetch 
t]iG  famous  diamonds  from  the  bankers,  that 
Violet  might  wear  them  at  tlie  fancy  balL 

The  young  men  could  not,  of  course, 
refuse  Anne's  request.  It  was  a  pouring  wet 
day,  outdoor  occupations  were  entirely  out 
of  the  question,  and  they  had  played  j)ool, 
pyramids,  and  billiards,  till  most  of  them 
were  beginning  to  hate  the  table  and  every- 
thing belonging  to  it. 

A  dress  rehearsal  was  hailed  with  delight, 
and  every  one  was  to  appear  in  the  vvork- 
room,  in  full  costume,  in  half  an  hour's  time. 

No  one,  not  even  the  Misses  Yereker  and 
Mr.  Nathaniel,  Avas  exempted  from  the 
necessity  of  appearing  in  fancy  dress.  All 
tlie  guests  were  expected  to  conform  to  this 
all-embracing  rule,  and,  as  more  than  a 
hundred  people  were  exjDCcted  from  the 
neighbourhood,  tlie  ball  promised  to  be  a 
goodly  sight. 

Eric  and  May  looked  the  parts  of  Romeo 
and  Juliet  to  perfection ;  May's  dark  tresses 
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and  brunette  complexion  contrasting  happily 
with  Eric's  fair  hair  and  ruddy  colouring. 
It  Iiad  been  suggested  that  they  should  dress 
as  CujDid  and  Psyche,  in  order  that  their 
nicknames  might  be  given  due  prominence ; 
but  to  carry  out  the  idea  with  any  degree  of 
truth  required  too  liberal  a  display  of 
figure  for  modern  decency,  and  the  notion 
had  to  be  abandoned. 

Theodora  looked  magnificent  as  a  gipsy, 
her  commandino;  fio-ure  and  lustrous  black 
eyes  and  dark  complexion  fitting  her  well 
for  such  a  dress. 

Violet  was  clad  in  snowy  white  ;  clouds  of 
floating  draperies  enveloped  her  fragile 
form.  A  silver  zone  encircled  her  fairy 
waist ;  wings  of  silver  gauze  fluttered  from 
her  shoulders ;  her  shoes  were  set  vv'ith 
gems,  and  a  star  of  diamonds  gleamed  in 
her  auburn  hair  above  her  brow.  She  was 
to  represent  the  Peri  at  the  gate  of  Para- 
dise, and  sad  enough  the  love-lorn  maiden 
looked  for  such  a  role. 

Agatha's  Eastern   cast   of    face  was  well 
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suited  to  her  costume — that  of  Pharaoh's 
Daughter.  Her  white  dress  was  embroi- 
dered lieavily  witli  gold ;  tlie  broad  phy- 
lacteries were  of  purple  bordered  with 
golden  fringes  ;  a  narrow  circlet  of  gold  was 
bound  round  her  lofty  forehead,  and  from  its 
centre  hung  a  single  jjear-shaped  pearl.  Her 
lithe,  tall  figure  and  supple  limbs  looked 
truly  Oriental ;  her  olive  complexion  and 
dreamy  eyes  supported  the  character,  and 
every  one  concurred  in  the  opinion  that 
in  some  previous  state  of  being  she  must 
have  been  a  veritable  princess  of  Egypt,  so 
admirably  did  her  face  and  figure  harmonize 
with  her  costume. 

Matilda  Tempest  as  Di  Vernon,  in  a 
superb  riding-habit  of  green  A^elvet,  looked 
dashingl}^  handsome  and  coquettish,  while 
Martha  Higgins  as  Little  l\ed  Eidiug 
Hood  succeeded  in  looking  almost  pretty. 

Selfe  was  in  tlie  uniform  of  an  Austrian 
hussar,  a  dress  which  showed  off  his  sym- 
metrical limbs  and  broad  shoulders  to  perfec- 
tion.      The    uniform    was   scarlet,    heavily 
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laced  with  gold,  tight  to  liis  figure  from 
throat  to  heel,  while  a  short  cloak  of  buff  cloth^ 
edged  with  fur,  drooped  oyer  his  shoulder. 
Kessians  encased  liis  nether  limbs,  and  his 
huge  sweeping  moustache  gave  him  a  most 
fierce  and  swaggering  appearance. 

Tresilian  in  blue  velvet  and  satin,  slashed 
with  white,  and  covered  with  silver  lace, 
looked  magnificent  as  Leicester;  but,  although 
he  was  a  tall  and  distinguished-looking 
man,  yet  his  dress  made  him,  while  Pliilij) 
Selfe  made  his  dress,  a  circumstance  which  in 
the  eves  of  the  fair  sex  made  all  the  difference. 

Loftus  Tempest  had  chosen  the  character 
of  Hymen.  His  costume  was  entirely  of 
white  satin ;  chains  of  wedding-rings  ex- 
tended from  wrist  to  shoulder,  and  from 
waist  to  knee  ;  the  edge  of  his  tunic  was 
covered  with  valentines,  some  sentimental, 
some  comic,  representing  pairs  exchanging 
vows  of  undvino^  love.  In  his  hand  he 
carried  Hymen's  torch;  on  his  head  was 
a  wedding  -  cake,  at  his  back  a  quiver 
filled  with  dolls,  while  his  dress  tiiroughout 
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was  trimmed  with  weddiiiG:  favours  and 
sprigs  of  myrtle  and  orange-blossom.  The 
dress  was  well  designed,  and  admirably 
carried  out,  and  received,  as  it  deserved, 
great  praise. 

Fraidv  Freeman  appeared  as  Robin  Hood. 
He  wore  a  tight-fitting  jerkin  of  green 
velvet,  turned  back  with  silk  facings  of  a 
pale  buff ;  tight  trunks  of  the  same  green 
velvet,  buff  leathern  boots  high  above  the 
knee ;  a  small  velvet  cap,  adorned  with 
feathers  of  white  and  green,  was  set  jauntily 
on  his  head,  a  silver  bugle  liung  from  his 
leathern  belt. 

Last,  but  not  least,  came  Julian  Ferrand, 
in  a  suit  of  chain  armour,  as  Edward  the 
Black  Prince.  His  stalwart  frame  looked 
truly  colossal.  Few  men,  indeed,  could  have 
borne  tlie  weight  of  the  flexible  but  heavy 
iron  dress  that  clung  closely  to  his  huge  limbs 
and  showed  off  every  curve  and  muscle  of  his 
magnificent  proportions. 

Proudly  did  his  mother's  eyes  dwell  on 
him  as  she  stood  there  behind  the  Brassing- 
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liams,  in  her  grey  wig  and  large  vrliite  cap, 
and  spectacles  that  were  dim  with  loving  tears. 

Witli  a  certain  wistfulness  of  admiration 
did  Violet  regard  liim,  feeling  as  she  had 
done  the  overwhelming  power  that  seemed 
to  be  stored  up  in  the  man,  to  be  flung  out 
like  heat  fi'om  a  furnace  in  burning  but  in- 
visible rays.  But  the  heart  of  the  Peri 
was  occupied  with  another  vision,  a  vision 
of  a  man  younger,  brighter,  scarcely  less 
strong  than  Julian;  and,  the  citadel  being 
thus  strongly  gamsoned,  Julian  was  to  her 
Edward  the  Black  Prince — no  more. 

But  to  Matilda  Tempest  the  contemplation 
of  this  grand  young  giant,  stripped  as  he 
was  of  the  conventionalities  of  modern  dress, 
given  to  her  external  vision  as  the  knight 
that  in  fond  imagination  she  could  have  pic- 
tui'ed  him — to  her  it  brought  a  sense  of 
faint  despaia^,  a  dissolving  of  the  very  heart 
within  her,  a  melting  of  all  her  nature  in  the 
cauldron  of  a  passionate  love,  to  which, 
alas!  slie  but  too  well  knew  there  could  be 
no  response. 
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But  slic  sliowed  no  sign.  She  came  of  a 
brave  stock — a  race  of  soldiers  from  tlio 
earliest  times,  a  family  celebrated  in  tlie 
history  of  their  nation  in  the  camp,  the 
court,  and  the  grove.  To  those  in  whom 
there  is  the  greatest  capacity  for  loving, 
there  is,  too,  the  greatest  for  suffering.  Did 
Matilda  Tempest  regret  that  her  love  had 
soared  so  high  ?  Did  she  admit  a  doubt 
whether  it  had  not  been  better  to  have  given 
her  heart  to  some  mortal  of  commoner  clav, 
by  whom  she  would  have  been  loved  again  ? 
No ;  her  love  was  too  perfect,  too  utter  for 
that.  True,  she  had  courted  the  arrows  of 
love  all  her  life  as  her  forefathers  had 
courted  the  arrows  of  death ;  and  now,  when 
the  shaft  had  struck  home  at  last,  should  she 
flinch  ?  Not  she  !  Would  she  have  taken 
back  the  old  life  and  its  lovelessness,  its 
meaningless  mockeries,  its  flirtations,  its 
coquetries,  and  have  evaded  that  knowledge 
which  alone  kindles  real  life  out  of  the  dull 
chaos  of  existence  ?  No  I — a  thousand  times 
no !      Yet    only    those     who     have    passed 
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tlirough  these  fires  can  tell  the  dull  agony  at 
this  girl's  heart,  as  she  thought  of  what 
might  have  been  had  Violet  Champneys  not 
been  in  the  world. 

^^  You  will  never  be  able  to  dance  in  that 
armour,  Mr.  Ferrand,"  said  Anne.  ^'  What 
a  fearful  weight  it  must  be  !  " 

^'  You  forget  that  I  never  dance  at  any 
time,"  answered  Julian.  ^*  My  weight  jDre- 
vents  my  enjoying  the  '  light  fantastic,'  even 
without  this  panoply  of  war." 

^'Poor  Frank!"  said  Theodora.  ^^  No 
dancing  for  you  either ;  and  you,  at  any 
rate,  will  hate  standing  out.*' 

' '  I  shall  direct  my  surplus  energies  to 
criticism,"  said  Frank,  ''and  employ  myself 
as  master  of  the  ceremonies." 

^^  Every  one  is  to  be  introduced  by  the  name 
of  the  character  he  represents,  remember," 
said  Theodora  ;  ^'  not  by  his  own  name." 

^^  That  will  make  my  duties  easier,"  said 
Frank;  ^' for  I  suppose,  Yere,  there  will  be 
several  of  your  barrister  friends,  whom  we  do 
not  yet  know.^' 
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^^  There  arc  half  a  dozen  men  of  my  set 
in  town  whom  I  have  asked  to  come,'' 
answered  Vercker.  ''  They  are  very  good 
fellows  ;  but  I  think  some  of  the  costumes 
they  propose  to  appear  in  will  rather  astonish 
the  company." 

^^  Oh  !  what  are  they  ?  Do  tell  us  !  "  cried 
several  of  the  girls  in  a  breath. 

*^  You  will  see  when  they  come,"  said 
Vere,  banteringly.  ''  I  shall  not  spoil  sport 
by  splitting  on  my  friends." 

^^  I  hope  they  are  not  improper,"  said 
Anne,  assuming  a  dignified  air. 

^^Notatall,"  answered  Vere,  carelessly; 
^'  at  any  rate  not  half  so  improper  as  Eric  and 
May  would  have  been  had  they  appeared 
as  Cupid  and  Psyche.  Why,  I  suppose 
their  dross  would  have  amounted  to  sandals 
and  an  embroidered  sheet,  a  pair  of  wings 
and  a  fillet !  " 

Everybody  laughed,  and  May  looked 
rather  foolish. 

^^  I  am  afraid  you  will  find  your  velvet 
riding-habit    dreadfully    in    your    way    in 
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waltzing,"  said  Miss  Higgins  to  Matilda 
Tempest.  ^^  You  ought  to  have  chosen 
some  other  dress,  as  you  so  delight  in 
dancing." 

'^  She  had  chosen  another  dress/'  said 
Anne,  interposing  ;  '^  and  one  much  more 
suitable  for  a  l)all,  but  she  sent  it  back 
yesterday." 

'^  And  what  v/as  it  ?''  asked  Julian.  ^'  Even 
Miss  Tempest  could  not  look  handsomer 
than  as  Di  Vernon.  The  costume  suits  her 
perfectly." 

Matilda  paled  a  little.  That  he  cared  for 
her  so  little  as  to  be  able  to  pay  her  an  empty 
compliment  was  a  stab  to  her  in  her  present 
love-lorn  state: 

'^  It  was  as  the  Princess  Badoura,  in  the 
^  Arabian  Nights,'  that  Matilda  meant  to 
come,"  said  Miss  Higgins;  ''but  this  sort 
of  dress  suits  her  best.  The  other  looked 
as  if  it  had  already  done  duty  in  a  burlesque 
at  Drury  Lane." 

''  Is  there  anything  inside  your  cake, 
Mr.    Tempest  ? "    asked    May,    innocently. 
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^^  I  never  saw  .sucli  a  funny  costume  as 
yours." 

^^  Hardly,"  said  Loftus,  laughing;  ^'clse 
how  would  my  liead  go  into  it  ?  See,  it  is  as 
light  as  a  feather,"  he  added,  as  he  took  it 
off  and  offered  it  for  her  inspection. 

'^  The  design  of  your  dress  does  you 
infinite  credit,  Mr.  Tempest,"  .said  Violet, 
for  the  first  time  joining  in  the  conversation. 
'^  Hymen  is  the  god  of  marriage,  is  he 
not  ?  I  tliink  one  used  to  learn  so  in  one's 
school  books." 

''  You  must  pay  A^our  compliment  to  the 
right  man,"  said  Loftus.  '^  Tresilian  de- 
signed it  for  me.  He  is  in  his  element  in 
all  matters  of  fancy  dress." 

^'  Why  didn't  Mr.  Tresilian  wear  it  him- 
self ?"  asked  Miss  Higgins,  as  usual,  speaking 
without  reflection. 

'^  Matrimony  is  not  in  my  line,"  said 
Tresilian,  with  an  attempt  at  carelessness 
which  made  his  reply  all  the  more  marked. 

Miss  Higgins  coloured,  and  wished  herself 
at  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 
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'^  The  role  of  Leicester  is  one  you  can 
make  your  own,"  said  Vere,  banteringly. 
"  Who  is  coming  as  the  Virgin  Queen  ?  " 

^^  Oh,  there  are  sure  to  be  a  dozen  of  them!  " 
said  Eric.  ^^  All  the  old  maids  who  want  to 
hide  their  necks  will  take  advantage  of  the 
ruff." 

^^  The  weather  has  cleared  up  now,"  said 
Frank.  ^^  Who  is  for  a  cigar  on  the  terrace  ? 
I  am  so  tired  of  being  indoors.  Come 
along,  Julian ;  get  yourself  out  of  this  armed 
and  mailed  condition,  and  into  a  suit  of 
dittos.  I  will  join  you  in  ten  minutes  in 
the  hall." 

Then  the  men  cleared  out  of  Mrs.  Steele's 
workroom,  and  tlie  ladies,  of  course,  fell  to 
^  discussing  their  own  and  the  men's  costumes 
with  a  detailed  criticism  beyond  the  powers 
of  repetition. 


VOL.  III. 


34 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE   DIAMONDS    CHANGE   HANDS. 

Peesently  Mr.  Brassingham's  voice  was 
heard  on  the  terrace  outside.  Theodora 
looked  out  of  window  to  see  who  were  with 
him.  He  was  showing  a  case  of  jewels  to 
Ferrand  and  Freeman.  The  gems  glittered 
in  the  sunlight.  Theodora  called  the  others 
to  tlie  window  to  come  and  look,  and  Mr. 
Brassingham  happened  to  look  up. 

''  Tell  Violet  to  come  down,"  he  said;  ^'  I 
have  something  for  her." 

Violet,  still  in  her  costume  of  a  Peri,  rose 
and  left  tlie  room.  Anne  watched  her  de- 
part. She  had  seen  the  diamonds  from  the 
window.  She  knew  the  shape  of  the  case, 
and  the  appearance  of  the  jewels  as  tliey  lay 
within  it. 
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''  He  is  going-  to  give  her  my  diamonds !  " 
she  gasped,  her  face  purple  with  j^assion ; 
"  the  diamonds  our  mother  left  me  on  her 
deathbed  !  She  shall  not  have  them.  If  she 
dares  wear  them,  I  will  tear  them  out  of 
her  hair  I  No  one  shall  wear  my  diamonds 
but  me." 

^^  For  Heaven's  sake  compose  yourself,'' 
said  Theodora.  ^^  What  can  be  the  use  of 
making  a  scene  about  those  wretched  stones  ? 
Possession  is  nine  points  of  the  law  "  (here 
Mrs.  Steele  might  have  been  seen  nodding* 
approval  of  Theodora's  sentiments  behind 
the  young  ladies'  backs),  ^'and,  unless  you 
go  to  law  with  papa,  you  cannot  possibly 
have  the  diamonds." 

^'  I  don't  know  that,"  said  Anne,  doggedly 
and  sullenly.  '^  If  I  have  the  diamonds, 
papa  can't  get  them  from  me,  except  by 
going  to  law  with  me ;  and  have  them  I 
will,  by  hook  or  by  crook — and  that's  all 
about  the  matter.  As  you  yourself  say, 
^  Possession  is  nine  points  of  the  law.'  " 
Something  like  a   grim  smile  stole  over 
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Mrs.  Steele's  face  as  slic  listened ;  but  she 
had  gone  to  a  window  overlooking  the 
terrace,  thinking  slie  too  would  like  to  see 
the  diamonds.  Violet  would  be  the  third 
person  to  whom  Mr.  Brassingham  had  given 
the  jewels  ;  and  considering  that  Charlie 
Brassingham  claimed  them  as  an  heirloom 
iifter  his  father's  death,  and  Anne  claimed 
them  now  as  hers  by  her  mother's  bequest, 
there  seemed  to  be  an  unpleasant  difference  of 
opinion  arising  about  this  casket  which  might 
in  time  develope  into  quite  a  family  feud. 

Mrs.  Steele  at  one  window,  Anne  and 
Theodora  at  another,  looked  down  upon  the 
terrace  and  the  portico,  beneath  which,  for 
fear  of  the  wet,  Violet  was  standing  in  all 
her  gauzy  draperies.  They  saw  Mr.  Bras- 
singham join  her,  and  place  the  jewels  on 
her  neck  and  bosom,  clasp  them  on  her  arms 
and  arrange  them  in  her  hair — those  sunny 
braids  of  auburn  hair  that  Julian  also  loved 
so  well. 

Mrs.  Steele  watched  her  son  as  he  stood 
beloAv  on  the  terrace  with  Freeman.      His 
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dark  face  was  set  as  if  in  pain,  but  there 
was  nothing  moody  or  sullen  about  its  ex- 
pression. A  deep  and  ennobling  iovej  aided 
by  such  companionship  and  examj^le  as 
Frank's  and  Agatha's,  had  purified  this 
man's  whole  nature  till  Jie  had  learnt  how 
to  suffer  and  be  strong. 

Anne's  rage  and  mortification  knew  no 
bounds.  It  required  the  united  coaxing- 
and  persuasions  of  all  the  girls  to  prevent 
her  having  the  matter  out  with  Violet  and 
Mr.  Brassingham  there  and  then.  Bat  in 
the  end  Theodora's  practical  sense  prevailed. 
If  a  row  must  be,  she  would  wait  till  she 
could  make  one  from  the  vantage-ground  of 
a  married  woman.  After  all,  her  one  great 
object  was  to  get  clear  of  her  father,  her 
father's  temper,  and  her  father's  house.  Her 
fortune  was  her  own,  independent  of  her 
father's  will,  and,  once  married,  she  would 
snap  her  fingers  at  him  and  Violet,  and  set 
them  at  defiance  if  she  pleased.  With  these 
dutiful  hopes  she  was  at  last  persuaded  to 
rest  content. 
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By  that  evening's  post  Mr.  William  Cavey 
was  summoned  by  Mrs.  Steele  to  come  and 
see  his  cousin  below  stairs,  and  was  made  to 
understand,  by  langua^^e  understood  by  him 
alone,  that  the  paste  diamonds,  the  duplicate 
set  of  those  Mr.  Brassingham  had  brought 
from  the  bank,  would  be  required  at  the 
same  time.  The  use  that  was  to  be  made 
of  them  we  shall  hereafter  see. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

ANNE    BRASSINGHAM    TAKES    HER    PLUNGE. 

Anne  Brassingham's  wedcling-day  dawned  at 
last.  The  house  was  full  of  guests.  From 
garret  to  cellar  all  was  hurry,  bustle,  and 
confusion.  Freeman  was  busy  arranging 
the  wedding  presents  on  a  score  of  tables  ; 
Tresilian  w^as  directing  the  adornment  of  the 
staircases  with  ferns  and  exotics. 

The  bride's  bouquet  had  just  arrived  from 
Dickson's,  in  Covent  Garden ;  a  host  of 
waiters  from  Gunter's  were  tumbling  over 
one  another  in  the  hall ;  the  bridesmaids 
vv^ere  popping  in  and  out  of  one  another's 
rooms,  pinning  a  fichu,  tying  back  a  skirt, 
smoothing  a  braid  of  rebellious  liair.  Ever}'- 
body,  from  !Mr.  Brassingham  himself  to  the 
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assistant  scullery-inaids,  got  in  from  the 
village  to  help  at  a  pincli,  was  hurrying  to 
and  fro ;  doors  were  hanging,  dogs  were 
howling,  grooms  were  shouting  out  the  way 
to  neighhouring  coachmen  as  to  what  route 
was  to  be  taken  to  and  from  the  church. 
The  men  Avere  all  flying  up  and  down  the 
staircases  three  steps  at  a  time  in  search  of 
things  wanted,  mislaid,  or  not  arrived.  The 
girls  were  on  the  top  landing,  kicking  out 
their  trains  behind,  and  then  trailing  them  a 
yard  or  so,  to  see  how  the  general  effect 
would  look  as  they  streamed  up  the  aisle 
after  tlie  bride.  Everybody  seemed  as 
though  gone  mad  with  excitement,  except 
the  bride  elect. 

Placid,  silent  and  calm,  Anne  Brassing- 
ham  sat  in  her  room  alone.  By  her  own 
special  desire  no  one  interrupted  her  medi- 
tations. She  had  been  dressed  by  her  maid 
at  an  early  hour,  and  now  sat  ready,  all  but 
her  veil  and  wreath,  for  conveyance  to  the 
altar  of  Hymen.  Her  meditations  were 
neither  of  love,  nor  the  new  duties  she  was- 
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about  to  take  upon  herself,  nor  was  she 
engaged  in  prayer.  Anne  was  not  a  reli- 
gious woman,  nor  had  she  studied  her  duty 
as  a  daughter,  so  how  should  it  be  expected 
that  she  should  trouble  herself  about  her 
future  as  a  wife  ?  Xor  was  she  in  love  with 
Vere  Vereker,  though  in  an  hour's  time  she 
would  be  his  till  death  should  part  them. 
No,  Anne's  stolid  unimaginative  nature 
troubled  itself  with  none  of  those  sentiments 
or  emotions  which  usually  pale  the  brows  of 
young  brides  on  their  wedding  morning. 

Her  maid  came  a^-ain  at  last  to  arrano;"e 
her  wreath  and  veil. 

^-  If  I  had  had  my  mother's  diamonds," 
said  Anne,  '^  I  should  have  been,  at  least, 
well  dressed." 

Her  tone  was  one  of  sullen  disappoint- 
ment. 

'^  La,  miss  !  "  said  the  sympathetic  maid  ; 
''  pearls  is  much  the  most  j^roper  for  a  bride, 
and  such  pearls  as  yours,  too  I  Them  sliining 
stones  is  all  very  well  at  night." 

Anne,  however,  was  not  to  be  comforted. 
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^^  Them  shining  stones"  were,  in  licr  belief, 
her  own  projierty,  of  which  she  had  been 
defrauded  by  an  unjust  father,  merely  that 
he  might  bestow  them  upon  his  last  fancy. 

^^  I  '11  have  those  diamonds  yet,  you  see  if 
I  don't,"  said  Anne  to  her  maid,  as  she  put 
the  finishing  touches  to  her  bridal  toilette, 
words  which,  though  no  more  than  a  vague 
and  thoughtless  threat  on  Anne's  part,  were 
not  forgotten  by  her  maid,  as  we  shall  here- 
after see. 

There  came  a  knock  at  Anne's  door.  It 
was  Tresilian,  who  wished  to  present  in 
person  the  superb  five-guinea  bouquet  he  had 
claimed  the  right,  as  best  man,  to  give  the 
bride. 

Anne's  suUenness  thawed  as  she  received 
the  bouquet.  She  was  always  on  her  good 
behaviour  before  Tresilian.  His  cold  aristo- 
cratic manner  both  attracted  and  cowed  lier. 
She  smiled  graciously  upon  the  distinguished- 
looking  donor,  who,  with  a  well-turned  com- 
pliment, doubled  the  value  of  the  gift,  and 
the  diamonds  were  forgotten  in  the  glow  of 
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gratified  vanity  inspired  by  Tresilian's  im- 
plied admiration  of  lier  dress,  her  jewels,  and 
herself. 

Mr.  Brassingham's  deep  voice  was  heard 
in  the  hall. 

^^Xow,  then,  girls  I  Eleven  is  striking. 
The  carria^-es  are  waithi"-.  Who  "^oes  first  ? 
Now,  Frank,  you  are  master  of  the  cere- 
monies.    Pack  them  all  off." 

Freeman,  with  a  list  in  his  liand,  came  to 
the  hall-door. 

^^Bridesmaids  and  groomsmen  last  but 
the  bride  and  you,  Mr.  Brassingham,''  he 
said.  ''  Mr.  Vereker,''  he  added,  turning  to 
Nathaniel,  ''  will  you  go  in  the  first  carriage 
with  the  blisses  Yereker  and  Miss  Lavinia 
Brassingham.  My  mother  and  Ladv  Amory 
will  follow  with  Dr.  Broadmead.  Then  3Irs. 
Tempest  and  Mrs.  Higgins  will  occupy  the 
third  carriage.  Bridesmaids,  are  you  all 
ready  ? "  he  shouted  to  the  top-landing, 
wdiere  a  flutter  of  cream-coloured  skirts  could 
be  seen  through  the  banisters.  '^  Now  then, 
fourth  carriage  !     You,  Theodora,  with  Tre- 
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silian,  and  you,  May,  with  Eric.  Fiftli 
carriage,  forward  !  You,  Violet,  with  Cap- 
tain Selfe,  and  you.  Miss  Tempest,  with 
Ferrand.  Sixth  carriage,  ready!  In  you 
go,  Tempest,  opposite  Miss  Higgins  I  Now, 
Miss  Bonchurch,  after  you ! ''  and  tht)  last 
carriage,  with  its  dapper  postillion  in  a  rose- 
coloured  jacket,  whirled  swiftly  down  the 
avenue  of  limes  and  across  the  common  to 
the  church. 

Then  Anne  descended,  and  entered  her 
carriage,  much  as  if  she  were  going  out  for 
an  hour's  airing — stately,  composed,  natural. 

^'  Tlie  servants  have  gone  by  the  short 
cut  across  the  fields,  I  suppose,"  she  said,  as 
her  father  handed  her  into  the  carriage.  He 
answered  in  the  affirmative,  and  they  drove 
away. 

The  church  was  crowded  from  end  to  end. 
The  marriage  of  the  wealthy  Miss  Erassing- 
ham  was  an  event  of  mark  ;  and,  as  has 
been  said  before,  the  Brassinghams  were, 
one  and  all,  conspicuous  people.  The  wed- 
ding, certainly,  was  a  noble  sight.      Anne 
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Brassingliam,  though  plain  in  face  and  too 
massive  in  figure  for  feminine  beauty,  liad, 
notwithstanding,  a  vigour  and  healthfuhiess 
whicli  v/ere  in  themselves  beautiful  to  look 
upon.  As  she  sailed  up  the  aisle  on  her 
handsome  father's  arm,  all  eyes  rested  on 
her  with  admiration.  Her  dress  was  of 
white  satin,  trimmed  w^ith  a  heavy  fall  of 
Honiton  lace  ;  her  ornaments  a  parure  of 
costly  pearls — her  father's  gift.  Behind  her 
came  the  magnificent  Theodora  and  the 
modest,  blushing  May,  then  Violet  and  Miss 
Tempest;  then  Miss  Higgins  and  Agatha 
Bonchurch  brought  up  the  rear.  The  Eev. 
Silas  Monckton  advanced  to  the  altar  rails  ; 
the  groomsmen  dejDloyed  to  right  and  left  in 
a  semicircle  round  the  bridesmaids.  Tre- 
silian,  who  had  been  but  yesterday  dis- 
covered practising  how^  to  hold  two  hats,  a 
prayer-book,  and  a  wedding-ring,  with 
safety  to  each  and  all  ot  the  articles,  crept 
up  behind  his  chief,  received  his  hat, 
passed  on  the  ring,  and  then,  with  an  open 
prayer-book     upside     down,     contemplated 
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Vere's  execution  with  a  profound  air  of 
melanclioly,  wliicli  >set  Miss  Higgins  titter- 
ing just  at  the  most  solemn  moment. 

The  fall  of  a  pin  might  liave  been  heard 
in  the  church  as  Anne,  in  tlie  firmest  voice, 
uttered,  ^a  will." 

The  knot  is  tied.  Anne  l^rassingliam  has 
become  Anne  Vereker.  ^^  For  better,  for 
worse  ;  for  richer,  for  poorer ;  in  sickness 
and  in  health,"  has  she  given  herself  to  a 
man  for  whom  she  feels  not  one  single 
throb  of  affection.  She  has  succeeded  in 
becoming  independent  of  her  father.  Vere 
has  succeeded  in  marrying  a  large  fortune. 
Poor  man  and  woman  !  who  have  both  to 
learn  that  the  heart  w411  not  be  dispensed 
with  thus  lightly.  It  must  love  and  be 
loved.  It  is  an  imperative  law  of  its  nature. 
If  Love  be  not  in  married  life,  he  will  re- 
venge himself  by  taking  his  licence  else- 
wdiere. 

Ponderous  and  placid,  Mrs.  Vere  Vereker 
streamed  down  the  aisle  on  her  husband's 
arm  ;  he,  dapper,  yellow  and  weazen,  pranc- 
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ing  along  by  his  wife's  side  with  as  iiiiich 
knock-kneecl  diornitv  as  his  diDiinutive 
figure  could  assume. 

The  bridesmaids  followed,  all  in  cream- 
coloured  silks  and  cream-felt  Eubens  hats ; 
thus  far  in  uniform  costume ;  but  each 
bridesmaid  wore  her  own  special  colours  in 
the  bows  and  trimming  of  her  dress,  in 
the  ostrich  feathers  that  drooped  from  her 
hat,  and  in  the  jewels  with  which  each  was 
adorned.  Theodora  had  chosen  a  vivid 
scarlet,  ^dth  ornaments  of  coral ;  May,  a 
pale  turquoise  blue,  with  turquoises  on  her 
arms  and  throat ;  Violet,  the  same  colour 
as  her  name,  with  a  parure  of  amethysts ; 
Miss  Temj^est,  a  rich  golden  yellow,  and  a 
set  of  bright  Cairngorms.  Miss  Higgins 
had  chosen  rose-colour  and  pink  topaz,  and 
Agatha,  the  ruddy-brown  of  the  copper 
beech,  with  oriental  onyx  set  in  Roman 
gold. 

Each  groomsman  wore  a  scarf  the  colour  of 
his  bridesmaid's  bows  and  feathers,  and  a 
bouquet  of  flowers  or  leaves  to   match  was 
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pinned  above  the  wedding"  favour  in  liis 
button-hole. 

A  noble  sight  the  procession  was.  So 
voted  the  assembled  throng  who  had  crowded 
to  witness  the  marriage  of  the  rich  Miss  Bras- 
singham. 

The  breakfast  was  over;  the  last  toast 
responded  to.  The  men  were  standing  about 
on  the  steps  of  tlie  entrance-hall,  waiting  for 
the  bride  to  descend  to  the  carriage  and  four 
greys  which  stood  waiting  to  convey  the 
newly-married  pair  to  the  seat  of  Lord 
Vassalis,  Vere's  cousin,  which  had  been 
jjlaced  at  their  disposal  for  the  honeymoon, 
and  which  happened  to  be  within  driving 
distance  of  Brassingham  Park. 

One  of  the  hired  waiters,  none  other  than 
Mr.  William  Cavey,  in  white  choker  and 
swallowtails,  approached  Julian  Ferrand  and 
slipped  a  note,  written  in  pencil,  into  his 
hand,  then  vanished  amongst  the  crowd  of 
guests. 

Julian  moved  out  into  the  open  air.  He 
read  the  note. 
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^'  Strange,  indeed,  that  she  should  be 
here,"  he  muttered. 

The  note  ran  thus  : — '^  Meet  me  under  the 
large  mountain-ash,  at  the  end  of  the  south 
shrubbery,  immediately  after  the  departm-e 
of  the  bride.— Your  Mother." 

He  had  but  time  to  slip  the  note  into  his 
pocket  when  Anne,  attired  in  a  rich  brown 
velvet,  trimmed  with  sable,  was  seen  descend- 
ing the  stairs,  followed  by  her  attendant 
bridesmaids.  He  hurried  back  into  the  hall. 
Farewells  were  hastily  exchanged ;  the  bridal 
rice  was  freely  showered ;  the  satin  slippers 
flew  after  the  departing  pair ;  the  Yerekers 
were  gone  I  The  usual  busy  hum  of  congra- 
tulations followed ;  the  carriages  of  Lady 
This  and  Mrs.  That  were  bawled  out  by  the 
footmen  as  stopping  the  way  ;  and  in  the 
midst  of  the  hurry  and  excitement  and  con- 
fusion Julian  Ferrand  escaped  from  the 
throng  and  wended  ms  way  along  the  south 
shrubbery  to  the  mountain-ash. 


VOL.  HI.  E 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

JULIAN  FERRAND  BECOMES  ACQUAINTED  WITH 
HIS  FATHER. 

There  he  found  his  mother — his  mother  as 
he  had  seen  her  by  the  Yorkshire  stream, 
but  looking  younger,  brighter  far,  for  hope 
was  lighting  up  her  features,  and  excitement 
was  blazing  in  her  eyes. 

The  first  greetings  over,  Julian  would 
have  expressed  his  surprise  at  his  mother's 
presence  at  Brassingham  on  Anne's  wedding- 
day  ;  but  she  stopped  him  with  her  usual 
decision,  going  straight  to  her  point  without 
wasting  time  in  explaining  conduct  which 
to  Julian  at  least  she  knew  must  appear 
mysterious. 
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^^  I  must  not  be  seen  here,"  she  said, 
hurriedly.  ''  All  we  have  to  say  must  be 
said  quickly,  before  individuals  from  that 
gay  hive  yonder  come  strolling  round  the 
grounds." 

'^  There  is  no  chance  of  interruption  at 
present,"  said  her  son.  ^^  Tlie  guests  are 
numerous,  and  have  only  just  begun  to 
depart." 

'^  You  still  love  Miss  Champneys,  Julian?" 

^'  With  all  my  heart  and  soul,  mother !  " 
answered  the  young  man,  his  dark  face  flush- 
ing with  emotion. 

'^  Then  stretch  out  your  hand  and  take 
her,"  said  his  mother,  laying  her  hand  upon 
his  brawny  arm,  and  gazing  steadily  into  his 
dark  eyes.  "  This  very  day,  within  this 
very  hour,  she  shall  be  yours.  Listen !  She 
hates  John  Brassingham, — at  least,  she  hates 
him  as  a  lover ;  as  a  husband  she  will  hate 
him  more  than  ever.  I  can  tell  her  now,  I 
will  tell  her  before  the  bells  from  yonder 
tower  have  chimed  another  hour,  such  a  tale 
as   shall   make  her    recoil    in   horror   from 
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marrying  John  Brassingliam,  such  a  tale  as 
shall  make  licr  throw  herself  into  your  very 
arms,  to  take  her,  if  you  will !  " 

Julian  stared  at  his  mother  in  speechless 
amazement.  Had  she  suddenly  taken  leave 
of  her  senses,  to  propose  such  a  course  to  him, 
— to  him,  Mr.  Brassingham's  honoured  guest? 

^^You  must  be  ill,  mother,"  he  stam- 
mered, getting  very  red.  ^'  You  are  excited 
and  unwell,  dear  mother  ;  your  words  are 
not  like  yourself.  Think,  how  could  I  do 
this  wrong  to  the  man  under  whose  roof  I 
eat  and  sleep  ?" 

''  How  could  you  do  this  wrong  to  him  ? 
Oh,  my  God,  if  you  only  knew  —  if  you 
only  knew ! " 

Ah!  should  she  tell  him  now  the  irre- 
mediable, selfish  wrong  that  had  been  done 
to  her  and  him  by  this  very  Mr.  Brassing- 
ham  for  whom  he  entertained  so  chivalrous 
a  respect  ?  Should  she  tell  him  now  that 
she,  his  mother,  was  but  the  cast-off  mistress 
of  this  man  who  was  about  to  wed  again, 
and  to  ignore  her    claims    a  second  time? 
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Should  she  tell  him — her  proud,  sensitive, 
chivalrous  son — that  he  was  but  a  bastard 
after  all,  the  bastard  of  the  very  man  who 
would  snatch  from  him  his  darling  Violet,  to 
make  her  an  unwilling  bride  ? 

She  had  thrown  herself  upon  the  ground, 
and  writhed  tliere  like  some  fierce  animal  in 
jDain.  Suddenly  she  rose  erect,  and  stood 
facing  Julian  with  haggard  cheeks  and 
flashing  eyes. 

^^  Is  it  for  this  man's  sake  alone  you  refuse 
to  take  all  that  is  dear  to  you  in  life  ?  "  she 
said. 

^' No,"  he  answered;  ''it  is  more  for  her 
sake  than  his.  Mother,  Violet  loves  another 
— not  Mr.  Brassingham,  nor  me.  Had  she 
loved  me,  I  had  never  been  a  guest  beneath 
Mr.  Brassingham's  roof.  But  I  love  her  far 
too  well  to  run  away  with  her  when  out- 
raged pride  has  weakened  her  will  and 
lowered  her  self-esteem.  I  would  be  loved 
for  my  own  sake,  not  because  another  is 
unworthy." 

^'  You  speak  like  a  romantic  fool,  Julian. 
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Who  taught  you  these  high-flown  senti- 
ments, this  miserable  balderdash  and  cant  ? 
This  was  not  your  way  in  France." 

''  Since  then,"  he  answered,  modestly,  '^  I 
have  known  a  truly  religious  woman,  a  Miss 
Bonchurcli ;  and  I  have  had  for  my  greatest 
friend  a  high-minded,  honourable  man — 
Frank  Freeman.  They  have  taught  me 
another  life  than  that  I  led  in  France." 

His  mother  '  gazed  at  him  in  angry 
astonishment.  Could  this  possibly  be  Julian, 
the  fierce,  sensual,  passionate  creature  who 
had  once  been  as  the  Vikings  of  old, — ready 
to  seize  and  plunder,  in  uncontrolled  ferocity, 
whatever  was  refused  to  their  desires  ? 

^^  Who  is  this  man  whom  Violet  Champ- 
neys  loves  ? "  she  asked,  in  a  smothered 
undertone  of  baflled  rage.  ^^  Who  is  this 
curled  and  pampered  darling  of  society  for 
whom  this  precious  jewel  of  love  may  be 
reserved,  since  it  is  not  for  John  Brassing- 
hani  nor  yet  for  you  ?  " 

'^  He  is  no  curled  and  pampered  darling," 
said     Julian,     gravely,    not     heeding     liis^ 


JULIAN  FEERAND  AND  HIS  FATHER.     65 

mother's  sneers ;  ^^  he  is  a  brave,  strong, 
handsome  gentleman,  better  cultured,  better 
looking — perhaps  even  better  born — than  I, 
but  now  an  outcast  from  his  father's  house, 
because  that  father  loves  and  would  marry 
the  very  girl  upon  whom  he  had  set  his 
heart,  and  who  has  given  hers  to  him.  He 
is  Charles  Brassingham,  Mr.  Brassingham's 
only  son.'' 

Madame  Ferrand's  cup  of  gall  was  full. 

With  a  furious  gesture  of  uncontrollable 
rage  and  bitterness  she  flung  all  prudence 
to  the  winds,  and  burst  out,  with  white  lips 
and  trembling  frame,  into  the  story  of  her 
shame  and  wrongs,  and  scorched  him  and 
herself  in  one  fiery  furnace  of  a  lifetime's 
love  and  hate. 

*^  Better  born  than  you!"  she  hissed, 
between  her  clenched  teeth  and  livid  lips. 
^^Ay,  better  born  he  is!  And  is  it  to  him 
that  you  would  give  up  your  love  ?  To  him 
who  is  already  in  the  place  you  should  have 
held, — who  is  heir,  instead  of  you,  to  all  these 
fair  broad  lands  !     Now,   look  you,  Julian, 
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I  will  tell  you  now  what  I  had  hoped  to 
keep  within  my  breast  till  I  could  have  told 
you  all  from  the  position  of  your  father's 
wife." 

Julian  started  as  if  a  dagger  had  passed 
through  his  flesh.  His  face  was  white  and 
set,  his  great  dark  eyes  were  staring  at  his 
mother,  hard  and  gloomy  and  stern,  but 
lustreless  from  pain. 

'^  Go  on,"  he  said,  in  a  low  voice. 

Rapidly,  glibly,  fiercely,  she  poured  out 
the  story  of  her  life. 

^^  He  loved  me  once,"  she  cried,  ^'  and  I 
have  never  ceased  to  love.  He  promised  to 
marry  me  before  each  child  was  born,  before 
you  came,  Julian,  and  again  before  the  birth 
of  your  brother  George.  After  that  he  tired, 
his  love  was  over,  though  some  dregs  of 
passion  still  remained.  Then  his  father 
found  out  what  had  been  going  on,  and  he 
swore  he  would  leave  him  penniless,  even 
turn  him  out  of  doors,  unless  he  left  me  and 
married  the  woman  he  had  chosen  for  him. 
Oh,  Julian,  Julian !  do  not  look  at  me  like 
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that ! "  the  unhappy  mother  cried,  for  the 
gloomy  wrath  on  her  son's  swarthy  face  was 
terrible  to  see.  ^^  Has  not  my  whole  life 
been  punishment  enough,  without  the  curses 
of  my  children  in  my  poor  old  age  ?  " 

^^  Your  children  do  not  curse  you,  mother," 
said  Julian,  his  stern  features  relaxing  as  he 
drew  his  mother  to  his  strong  embrace. 

But,  though  he  upheld  her  in  his  arms,  he 
did  not  kiss  her.  He  passed  his  hand  across 
his  brow,  and  gazed  in  silence  at  the  pile  of 
Brassingham,  white  and  massive  through  the 
surrounding  trees. 

Presently,  ail  trace  of  anger  gone,  he 
said, — 

''  Charlie  Brassingham  is  my  brother, 
then.  He  needs  my  help,  dear  mother.  Do 
you  go  home.  To-day  there  will  be  much 
for  me  to  do.  To  leave  my  father's  house" 
(and  here  the  brave  tone  faltered,  and  the 
brave  face  grew  pale)  ^^  without  a  reason 
given  to  him  himself  would  be  discourteous. 
To-morrow  I  can  make  excuse  and  go  ;  you 
w411    find    me    at    my    uncle    Ferris's,  with 
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George.  I  see  Eric  and  May  coming  from 
the  house.  This  is  their  favourite  haunt,  so 
we  must  part.  Poor  mother !  Poor,  imhappy 
mother ! "  And  he  stooped  and  kissed  her 
on  the  brow,  and  was  gone  through  the 
dense  foliage,  by  a  by-path  to  the  house, 
before  she  could  detain  him  even  for  a  word 
of  warning  as  to  his  future  course. 

No  sooner  was  he  out  of  sight  than 
Madame  Ferrand,  replacing  her  white  wig 
and  large  cap,  and  settling  her  spectacles 
upon  her  nose,  calmly  resumed  her  role  of 
dressmaker  to  the  young  ladies  at  the  hall, 
dropped  a  courtesy  to  May  as  she  passed 
down  the  shrubbery  on  Eric's  arm,  andy 
making  a  short  cut  to  the  house,  entered 
the  servants'  entrance  in  time  to  hear  that 
the  groom  was  to  saddle  Mr.  Fcrrand's 
horse  without  delay,  as  he  wished  to  ride 
immediately. 
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The  reaction  consequent  iijDon  the  morning's 
excitement  had  prostrated  most  of  the  inha- 
bitants of  the  house.  Some  were  lounmno^ 
in  the  grounds,  some  were  lying  down  in 
their  own  rooms. 

Mrs.  Steele  knocked  at  Violet's  closed 
door.  She  was  told  to  enter.  Violet  was- 
seated  by  the  window,  her  long  fair  hair 
unbound  and  flowing  over  her  shoulders, 
while  traces  of  recent  tears  were  on  her 
peach-like  cheeks. 

"  Can  I  speak  to  you  a  moment  alone, 
miss  ? "  said  the  milliner,  as  she  entered 
Violet's  sanctum. 
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^^  Surely,"  said  tlio  girl.  ^^  Come  in,  Mrs. 
Steele.     No  one  will  interrupt  us  here." 

Whether  it  was  fated  that  Violet  Champ- 
neys  should  marry  Charles  or  Julian 
Madame  Ferrand  knew  not;  but  she  did 
know  that  it  should  not  be  her  fault  if 
Violet  was  allow^ed  to  marry  Mr.  John  Bras- 
singham. 

During  her  sojourn  at  Brassingham  Park 
she  liad,  of  course,  studied  the  nature  of  her 
youthful  rival.  She  felt  sure,  from  all  she 
had  seen,  that  w^ere  Mr.  Brassingham's  past 
life  unfolded  to  her  in  all  its  grossness, 
selfishness,  and  sensuality,  the  girl's  pure 
mind  would  revolt  from  a  marriage  with 
him,  and  in  her  despair  she  would  accej)t  a 
man  whom  it  was  easy  to  see  she  really 
liked,  in  the  person  of  Julian  Ferrand. 

Hitherto  ]\[adame  Ferrand  had  imagined 
she  had  but  to  let  the  blow  fall,  to  ensure 
killing  two  birds  with  one  stone.  In  giving 
Violet  to  Julian  she  would  separate  the 
former  from  Mr.  Brassingham,  and  thus 
w  reak  her  vengeance  upon  her  former  lover, 
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even  if  all  hope  was  past  of  rekindling  lii;^ 
dead  passion  for  herself. 

^^  Miss  ChamjDneys,"  she  said,  as  she  took 
the  seat  Violet  had  offered  her,  ^^  I  have  much 
of  importance  to  you  to  tell :  something  that 
may  bring  you  relief,  more  that  may  give 
you  jDain.  If  you  will  hear  me  out  with 
patience  to  the  end,  I  think  you  will  feel 
that  I  could  take  no  other  course  than  the 
one  I  have  determined  on.  I  do  not  expect 
you  to  absolve  me  from  selfish  motives.  My 
motives  are,  in  part,  selfish,  but  at  the  same 
time  I  would  save  you,  before  it  is  too  late, 
from  a  false  step  from  which  there  is  no  re- 
turn. Before  making  this  communication 
to  you,  however,  I  must  ask  you  to  keep  the 
substance  of  it  secret  for  forty-eight  hours 
from  now,  though  I  shall  leave  you  free 
to  act  upon  it,  as  far  as  you  are  yourself 
concerned,  as  soon  as  you  may  choose  to 
do  so." 

Violet  assented  to  the  proposition,  and 
Madame  Ferrand,  or  Mrs.  Steele,  as  Violet 
believed  her  to  be,  continued  her  narrative^ 
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She  dwelt  upon  tlie  love  Mr.  Brassing! i am 
had  borne  her  in  earlier  days,  on  his  unful- 
filled promises  of  marriage,  on  the  position 
of  herself  and  her  children,  not  mentioning, 
however,  that  Julian  was  one  of  these.  She 
recounted  the  scene  with  Mr.  Brassingham 
in  the  woods  of  Bolton  Abbey,  his  cruel 
heartlessness  towards  her,  the  agony  of  dis- 
tijDpointment  she  had  suffered,  and  her  deter- 
mination not  to  let  Violet  become  his  wife 
without  her  knowing  the  truth. 

Violet  listened,  white  and  trembling,  to 
Mrs.  Steele's  recital  of  her  wrongs.  Anger 
and  astonishment  almost  overwhelmed  her. 
It  must  be  some  hideous  hoax.  She  could 
not,  would  not,  believe  her  affianced  hus- 
band guilty  of  such  acts.  Though  she  loved 
him  not,  she  respected  him  and  was  grateful 
to  him ;  besides,  he  was  the  father  of  the 
man  she  loved. 

She  started  from  her  seat. 

^^  The  proofs!"  she  cried.  ^^  Where  are 
your  proofs  ?  Do  you  suppose  I  will  listen 
to  such  accusations  as  these  from  a  woman 
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who  is  almost  a  stranger  to  ine.  unless  you 
give  me  proofs?'' 

Mrs.  Steele  took  from  the  pocket  of  her 
dress  a  packet  of  letters,  which  she  gave  one 
by  one  to  Violet  to  read.  They  were  pas- 
sionate effusions  from  John  Brassingham  to 
Julia  Ferris  in  the  first  heat  of  their  mutual 
infatuation.  In  them,  too,  he  alluded  often 
to  the  diamonds  he  had  given  her,  wishing 
they  had  been  ten  times  more  brilliant,  that 
they  might  have  been  more  worthy  of  her 
beauty  and  his  love. 

'^  Those  were  the  same  diamonds  Mr. 
Brassingham  has  now  given  you,"  said  Mrs. 
Steele,  as  she  carefully  refolded  the  last  of 
the  letters,  and  replaced  them  in  her  pocket. 
^^  If  you  want  further  proof  you  have  it 
liere,''  and  she  drew  from  her  bosom  a  plain 
gold  locket,  much  scratched  and  worn ;  but 
the  monograms  on  each  side  were  still  clearly 
engraved,  on  one  side  J.  F.,  on  the  other, 
J.  B.,  and  inside  the  miniatures  of  herself 
and  Mr.  Brassingham  as  they  had  been  more 
than  five-and-twenty  years  ago. 
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Violet  gazed  long  in  silence  on  the  minia- 
tures. At  last  she  closed  tiie  locket  and  laid 
it  in  Mrs.  Steele's  lap  with  a  heavy  sigh. 
She  was  thinking  how  like  John  Brassing- 
ham  of  yore  must  have  been  to  what  her 
love  was  now — in  all  save  the  eyes.  Therein 
was  the  only  difference.  And  as  she  thought 
on  this,  she  knew  how  keenly  that  other 
woman,  sitting  opj)osite  her,  must  have  loved 
John  Brassingham  in  liis  splendid  youth, 
as  much,  perhaps,  as  she  loved  Charlie ;  and 
her  heart  Avent  out  to  her  fellow-sufferer,  who 
had  borne  her  heart-ache  for  five-and-twenty 
years,  and  had  come  back  to  find  the  love 
she  still  hoped  to  win  already  in  the  posses- 
sion of  another,  and  that  other — herself  ! 

She  leant  back  in  her  cushioned  chair  and 
closed  her  eyes.  Could  she  have  the  heart  to 
deliberately  close  all  avenues  of  hope  within 
this  desolate  woman's  breast?  Could  she, 
knowing  all  she  did,  lead  a  life  of  luxurious 
but  loveless  ease  as  John  Brassingham's  wife, 
while  the  mother  of  his  sons  was  living  a 
neglected,    dishonoured    existence,   with  no 
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comfort  but  an  unrequited  love  to  cheer  her 
in  her  declining  days  ?  The  tears  came 
one  by  one  from  beneath  her  long  lashes, 
slowly  coursing  down  her  cheeks  till  they 
dropped  on  her  unbound  hair. 

Mrs.  Steele  did  not  speak.  She  let  her 
words  rankle  and  settle  deep  down  into 
Violet's  heart.  She  knew  that  her  first  de- 
sign was  accomplished,  and  that  Violet 
Champneys  would  now  never  marry  Mr. 
Brassingham. 

Presently  Violet  opened  her  tearful  blue 
eyes.  '^  I  am  a  very  unhappy  girl,"  she 
said;  '^  but  I  would  not  let  another  suffer  as 
I  do  while  I  have  the  power  to  save  her  by 
Avord  or  deed  of  mine.  If  your  object  in 
coming  to  me  has  been  to  prevent  my  taking 
the  place  you  feel  should  yet  be  yours  as 
Mr.  Brassingham's  wife,  be  assured  you  have 
nothing  to  fear  from  me.  I  shall  never  be 
the  wife  of  Mr.  John  Brassingham." 

With  a  touching  mixture  of  mournfulness 
and  dignity  Violet  motioned  Mrs.  Steele 
away,   intimating   she  would    prefer   to   be 
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alone ;  but  Mrs.  Steele  liad  another  point  to 
gain.  She  had  pleaded  for  herself,  and  had 
won.  Should  she  not  now  plead  for  Julian  ? 
She  affected  not  to  notice  Violet's  move- 
ment, but,  gazing  out  of  window  dreamily, 
came  back  to  the  attack. 

^'  I  shall  only  have  said  half  what  I  came 
to  say  if  I  leave  you  now,"  she  said.  ^^  Miss 
Champneys,  I  have  already  interfered  with 
your  life,  in  order  tliat  I  might  save  both 
your  heart  and  mine  from  breaking;  par- 
don me  if  I  interfere  in  what  seems  a  more 
unwarrantable  manner,  and  tell  you  what 
I  know  to  be  true — that  there  is  a  man 
beneath  this  roof,  younger,  handsomer, 
better  than  Mr.  Brassingham,  whose  heart 
is  wholly,  utterly  yours,  and  who  is  only 
kept  back  from  declaring  himself  again 
by  a  fanciful  chivalry  towards  his  host. 
It  matters  not  how  I  know  these  things. 
Miss  Champneys ;  enough  that  I  do  know 
them.  Mr.  Ferrand  is  as  noble  in  heart  as 
he  is  in  stature.  He  is  a  man  whose  love 
will  never  fail  you.     In  marrying  him  you 
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will  be  safe,  safe  for  all  life's  long  journey.  I 
have  watched  him  since  I  have  been  here. 
I  have  seen  his  resolute  bearing,  his  deter- 
mination never  to  annoy  ^^ou  with  one 
loving  glance  while  he  considered  you  the 
plighted  bride  of  another  man.  But  now, 
Miss  Champneys,  now  that  you  have  sworn 
to  me  you  will  never  be  John  Brassingham's 
wife,  can  you  take  no  comfort  from  the  fact 
that  Mr.  Ferrand  is  still  at  your  feet,  and 
that  with  but  the  slightest  encouragement  you 
may  yet  be  his  happy,  loved,  and  honoured 
wife  ? '' 

'^  You  torfcure  me,  Mrs.  Steele  !  How  can 
you  know  all  that  you  have  said  ?  Why 
should  I,  a  penniless,  helpless  girl,  be  made 
the  sport  of  men  for  my  beauty's  sake  ? 
Perhaps,  though  you  know  it  not,  Mr.  Fer- 
rand is  but  like  the  rest," — and  she  laughed 
hysterically  as  she  remembered  Charlie's 
curly  head  pillowed  in  the  lap  of  Alice 
Graves. 

Mrg,  Steele  thought  she  had  introduced 
the   thin  end  of  the  wedge 
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^'  If  tlic  man  whom  you  love  were  out  of 
the  question,  if  he  were  abeady  married  to 
another,"  said  Mrs.  Steele,  with  her  black 
eyes  fixed  piercingly  on  Violet,  ^^  why  could 
you  not  accept  the  hand  of  Mr.  Julian 
Ferrand  ?  " 

Violet  flushed  crimson  over  neck  and  cars 
and  brow. 

^^  How  dare  you  insinuate  such  things?" 
she  cried.  ^'  How  should  you  know  whom  I 
love  or  whom  I  do  not  love  ?  I  will  listen 
to  no  more,  Mrs.  Steele.  It  is  my  plea- 
sure to  be  alone." 

^^  By  the  misery  that  is  in  both  our  hearts, 
Miss  Champneys,  I  beseech  you,  let  me 
s]^eak !  What  object  can  I  have  in  trampling 
on  the  feelings  of  the  girl  who  lias  but  this 
moment  behaved  so  nobly  by  me  ?  No 
matter  how  I  know  the  truth — I  do  know  it. 
1  know  it  as  well  or  better  than  you  know  it 
yourself.  Miss  ChamjDneys,  though  you  hate 
me  for  it,  I  must  speak  my  mind.  You  are 
wasting  your  best  feelings  upon  a  man  who 
has  preferred    another   before   you — a  gay 
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young  deceiver,  wlio  is  not  worthy  of  your 
lightest  thought — and  for  his  sake  will  you 
refuse  another  whose  every  thought  is  yours  ? 
— who  loves  you,  heart  and  soul  and  mind  and 
strength,  as  few  women  in  this  weary  world 
are  loved." 

Violet  had  hidden  her  burning  face  in 
her  liands,  and  was  weeping  silently  and 
bitterly. 

Mrs.  Steele  came  and  knelt  down  by  her 
side,  soothed  and  caressed  her  into  quietude, 
but  never  veered  from  the  point  she  kept 
steadily  in  view — to  wring  some  confession 
from  Violet  that  Julian  might  still  have 
hope. 

Alas  I  Love's  fortress  was  nearly  stormed. 
Did  she  not  know,  from  the  lips  of  Alice 
Graves  herself,  that  Charlie  was  Alice's  lover, 
not  hers,  that  Charlie  and  Alice  would  be 
married  soon ;  that  all  along  she  had  stood 
no  chance,  had  been  but  the  toy  of  a  day — 
forgotten  in  the  first  hours  of  absence,  for  a 
woman  who  was  not  her  equal  in  birth,  or 
culture,  or  beauty.     These  thougbts  caused 
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Violet's  vanity  and  self-esteem  the  keenest 
pangs.  And  Julian  was  a  proper  man,  brave 
and  strong  and  true.  She  did  not  love  him 
yetj  but — and  even  as  she  thought  that  ^^  but" 
in  her  own  mind,  the  defencelessness  of  her 
position  flashed  overwhelmingly  upon  her, 
and  the  outworks  of  the  castle  of  love  were 
carried. 

'^  What  would  you  have  me  do?"  she 
asked,  wearily — oh,  how  wearily  ! 

^'  I  would  have  you  listen  to  what  Mr. 
Ferrand  has  to  say,"  said  Mrs.  Steele,  firmly. 
'^  He  will  be  back  from  his  ride  very  soon  ; 
let  me  send  him  here.  You  have  sworn  you 
will  never  marry  Mr.  Brassingham ;  that 
other  one  is  out  of  37 our  reach.  Think  no 
more  of  him.  As  you  say,  you  are  helpless, 
penniless,  in  sore  distress  and  trouble.  Let 
Mr.  Ferrand' s  shoulders  bear  your  burden;  let 
his  great  love  comfort  and  cherish  you ;  let 
Jiim  make  up  to  you  all  you  have  suffered,  as, 
to  my  certain  knowledge,  he  can  and  will." 

"  There  can  at  least  be  no  harm  in  seeing 
him,"  said  Violet,  so  low  that  she  seemed  to 
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"be  speaking  to  herself.  Then,  looking  up  at 
Mrs.  Steele,  whose  eyes  were  still  fixed  on 
her  with  the  same  sort  of  intensity  she  had 
always  noticed  in  Julian's  gaze,  she  added 
more  audibly,  '^  So  be  it.  Send  him  here 
when  he  returns." 

Then  Mrs.  Steele  stole  away  and  closed 
the  door,  and  went  and  watched  from  her 
window  for  the  coming  of  her  son,  to  tell  him 
the  glad  tidings  that  in  both  ways  she  had 
won  success,  and  that  Violet  would  now,  in 
all  human  probability,  be  his  wife. 
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CHAPTER   VIII. 

THE    THEEE    BROTHERS. 

Julian,  meanwhile,  dazed  and  sick  at  heart 
by  all  the  communications  his  mother  had 
made  to  him,  rode  quickly  across  the  Park 
in  the  direction  of  the  common.  Having 
crossed  this,  he  took  the  road  to  Hammer- 
smith, then  turned  down  the  high  street, 
and  made  his  way  along  the  Acton  Road, 
until  he  came  within  half  a  mile  of  the  old 
farmhouse  occupied  by  his  uncle  Ferris. 

There  is  nothing  like  a  sharp  galloj)  for 
shaking  the  cobwebs  out  of  a  man's  brain, 
and  by  the  time  Julian  dismounted  at  his 
uncle's  door,  the  prom2)tness  and  decision  of 
character  he  had  inherited  so  largely  from 
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both   his    j)arents    had    entirely  reasserted 
themselves  over  his  temporary  vacillation. 

His  wits,  sharpened  not  only  by  his  love 
for  Violet,  but  by  the  strong  sympathy  he 
had  suddenly  entertained  for  young  Charles 
Brassingham,  which  in  itself  almost 
amounted  to  romantic  friendship),  had, 
during  the  last  few  days,  discovered  the  clue 
to  the  misunderstanding  which  threatened 
the  future  happiness  of  both  Charlie  and 
Violet.  This  clue  once  born  in  his  mind,  it 
had  been  easy  for  him  to  see  how  each  link 
in  the  chain  of  falsehood  had  been  strength- 
ened by  fate,  though  he  was  still  at  a  loss  to 
understand  what  object  any  one  but  Mr. 
Brassingham  could  have  had  in  separating 
the  lovers  in  the  first  instance.     However,  it 

mig-ht  not  yet  be  too  late  to  undo  all  the  mis- 
ts J 

chief  that  had  been  so  wantonly  done. 

That  by  unravelling  the  truth  he  would 
for  ever  place  himself  beyond  the  pale  of 
happiness  in  Violet's  love,  Julian  was  well 
aware.  Months  ago,  before  his  moral  nature 
had  gained  strength  by  constant  companion- 
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ship  with  such  characters  as  those  of  Frank 
Freeman  and  Agatha  Bonchurch,  Julian  felt 
that  in  all  probability  his  passion  for  Violet 
would  have  outweighed  all  other  feelings, 
and  that  to  have  possessed  her  he  would  have 
sacrificed,  without  a  scruple,  his  own  sense 
of  honour,  and  the  ultimate  happiness  of 
both  his  friend  and  his  beloved. 

But  all  this  was  changed.  He  had  risen 
to  a  higher  life.  His  own  selfish  gratifica- 
tion was  no  longer  paramount.  The  strong 
will,  the  power  to  suifer,  the  noble  gene- 
rosity of  soul  hitherto  latent  or  overlaid  by 
the  strength  of  his  animal  nature,  came  to 
the  surface  now,  and  shone  bright  and  vic- 
torious over  his  coarser  characteristics.  The 
natural  brute  in  him  was  dying  down,  the 
human  soul  was  rising  in  its  j^lace. 

As  he  lifted  the  latch  and  strode  into  the 
central  hall,  his  eye  fell  on  George  and 
Charlie  standing  side  by  side.  They  had 
just  finished  a  bout  with  the  gloves,  which 
were  lying  close  by  them,  at  their  feet,  and 
they  were  resting,  with  crossed  arms,  against 
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the  wall,    till  wind  and  muscle  were  in  a 
condition  for  another  turn. 

Astonishing  as  had  appeared  the  likeness 
of  these  two  to  one  another  when  he  had 
seen  them  but  a  few  days  since,  their  extra- 
ordinary resemblance  flashed  upon  him  now 
as  if  it  had  been  a  fresh  revelation.  Their 
Tery  air  and  manner  of  posing  themselves 
were  the  same  ;  the  Cjuick,  defiant,  backward 
movement  of  the  head  as  Julian  entered,  the 
trick  of  tossing  back  their  short,  curling  hair 
from  their  brows,  these  were  precisely  the 
>same  in  both. 

Now  that  Julian  knew  the  key  to  the 
similarity,  his  astonishment  at  the  fact  was 
hardly  lessened.  Had  they  been  twins 
instead  of  half-brothers,  the  likeness  between 
them  would  have  made  it  a  matter  for  doubt 
to  the  s^^ectator  whether  he  ha:d  not  had  too 
much  to  drink,  and  was  seeing  double  in  con- 
sequence. 

With  a  shout  of  cordial  welcome,  the  pair 
came  forward  to  welcome  Julian. 

^^  I    want    half    an    hour   with    vou   two 


76     LOVE  LOST3  BUT  HONOUR  WON. 

alone,"  lie  said,  as  lie  acknowledged  their 
friendly  greeting.  '^  If  you  will  let  some  one 
hold  my  horse,  we  may  as  well  have  our 
talk  at  once,  for  time  is  precious,  and  I  want 
to  get  back  to  Brassingham." 

^' How  is  Freeman?"  asked  Charlie,  as 
George  went  off  to  look  for  a  groom.  "  Was 
he  well  enough  to  go  to  Anne's  wedding  this 
morning  ?  We  hardly  expected  you  to  turn 
up  to-day.     What  is  it  all  about  ?  " 

'^Freeman  has  quite  recovered,"  said 
Julian.  ^'  It  was  but  a  flesh  wound,  which, 
in  a  frame  so  sound  as  his,  did  not  take  long'^ 
to  heal.  He  was  at  your  sister's  wedding 
this  morning,  and,  though  looking  pale,  does 
not  appear  to  be  much  the  worse.  And  now 
I  have  much  to  say,  much  strange  news  to 
tell,  which  concerns  all  three  of  us  much 
more  nearly  than  any  one  of  us  supposed. 
Ah,  here  comes  George  I  Are  we  free  from 
interruption  here? — for  there  is  much  of  grave 
importance  to  be  settled." 

'^  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ferris  are  away  at 
Willcsden  for   the  day,   and  Alice    is    with 
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them,''  answered  Charlie.  ^'  They  will  not 
be  back  till  six  o'clock,  so  we  shall  be 
entirely  alone.  You  look  so  solemn,  yon 
quite  take  one's  breath  away.  Out  with  the 
news,  old  fellow —  I  hate  suspense  I  " 

'^  I  w^ould  have  preferred,  on  some 
accounts,"  said  Julian,  '^  that  you  should 
both  have  heard  the  first  part  of  what  I 
have  to  tell  you  from  other  lijDs  than  mine ; 
but  we  are  none  of  us  children,  and  we  must 
bear  together  whatever  pain  my  communica- 
tion may  bring." 

Julian  laid  a  stress  on  the  word  ^'to- 
gether," and  placed  his  hands  affectionately 
on  the  shoulders  of  his  two  companions,  as 
if  to  bind  their  interests  more  closely  to  his 
own  and  to  each  other's. 

George  and  Charlie  looked  across  him  at 
one  another,  wondering  what  could  be 
coming  next. 

''  Before  your  father,  Brassingham,  mar- 
ried your  mother,"  continued  Julian,  striving 
to  speak  with  composure,  but  witli  a  hard 
tightening  of  the  muscles  about  his  mouth, 
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''  it  seems  that  lie  had  loved  and  lived  with 
another  woman,  Avhom,  time  after  time,  he 
had  j)romised  that  he  would  make  his  wife. 
By  her  he  had  children — two  boys.  Before 
the  birth  of  each,  Mr.  Brassingham  had  pro- 
raised  marriage  to  this  girl  whom  he  had 
betrayed,  a  promise  he  left  mifulfilled. 
After  the  birth  of  the  second  boy,  your 
grandfather,  Brassingham,  found  out  how 
matters  stood,  and,  partly  by  j)ersuasion, 
partly  by  threats,  succeeded  in  detaching 
your  father  from  the  mother  of  these  boys, 
and  marrying  him  to  another  lady,  your 
mother.  During  your  mother's  lifetime  the 
w^oman  whom  Mr.  Brassingham  had  thus 
deserted  lived  abroad,  supporting  herself 
and  her  sons  partly  by  her  own  talent  as  an 
actress  and  public  singer,  partly  on  an 
allowance  made  by  the  executors  of  your 
grandfather's  will,  to  be  paid  her  as  long  as 
she  lived  abroad  and  made  no  further  claim 
on  the  estate  of  Mr.  John  Brassingham. 

^'So  long  as  Mrs.  Brassingham  lived  she 
kept  to  the  agreement,  but  when  she  died 
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the  long-delayed  hope  of  wearing  an  honour- 
able name  seems  to  have  revived  in  her  with 
all  its  old  force,  while  the  love  she  had 
always  borne  your  father  was  fresh  and  true 
as  it  had  ever  been  in  other  days.  After 
the  lapse  of  some  years  more,  this  craving 
to  see  the  father  of  her  sons  overcame  all 
other  considerations,  and  she  returned  to 
England,  thereby  forfeiting  her  allowance, 
to  seek  out  the  man  who  had  been  her  ruin. 
She  found  him,  but  too  late.  Not  only  were 
her  claims  ignored,  but  Mr.  Brassingham 
was  already  engaged  to  a  younger  and 
fairer  woman,  whom  he  still  intends  to 
make  his  wife." 

Julian  stopped  abrup)tly.  He  scarcely 
knew  how  to  proceed ;  but  the  truth  must 
be  told ;  and  Charlie,  though  he  winced 
under  the  last  remark,  showed  no  disposi- 
tion to  break  in  upon  his  story. 

^'  To  cut  a  long  matter  short,"  continued 
Julian,  intently  watching  the  faces  of  his 
brothers,  ^'  the  lady  of  whom  I  have 
spjoken  is  George's  mother  and  mine,   and 
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we  are  all  tliree  the  sons  of  Mr.  Bras- 
sin  gham  !  " 

A  dead  silence  followed.  The  pendulum 
,of  the  eight-day  clock  swung  monotonously 
to  and  fro,  falling  on  the  ears  of  the  brothers 
with  slow  rythmical  thud,  as  they  stared  at 
one  another  in  grave  amaze. 

The  hot  flush  of  shame  had  surged  up  to 
George's  cheeks  and  brow,  and  had  bronzed 
his  dark  complexion  with  a  lurid  glow.  He 
hung  his  head  ;  after  that  first  mute  stare  at 
Charlie,  he  fixed  his  eyes  upon  the  ground. 
That  he  should  be  a  bastard — he  !  and  the 
bastard  brother  of  his  dearest  friend  ! 

But  Charlie  turned  quickly  round  and 
faced  the  others,  his  whole  face  aglow  with 
far  other  feelings. 

'^  I  have  longed  for  a  brother  all  my  life," 
he  said,  ''  and  now  I  have  found  two,  each 
after  my  own  heart.  Was  ever  man  so 
happy  as  I  am  now  !  " 

The  bright  gleam  of  Charlie's  gay  blue 
'eyes,  the  frank  cordial  tone  of  his  voice,  the 
manly  affection  with  Avhich  he  seized  a  hand 
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of  each  and  held  them  tightly  in  his  own, 
bore  witness  to  the  truth  of  his  enthusiastic 
words.  As  others  had  found  before,  both 
among  men  and  women,  Charlie  Brassing- 
ham  could  be  irresistible.  He  was  so  now. 
Who  could  withstand  that  bright  glowing 
face  ?  Not  George  Ferris,  certainly,  and 
Julian  had  been  won  before. 

The  flush  died  down  on  George's  face. 
The  sullen  anger  vanished.  That  he  was 
a  bastard  was  no  fault  of  CharHe's  ;  and  yet 
the  shame  was  hard  to  bear  I 

Sadly  smiling,  he  returned  the  strong  grip 
of  his  brother's  hand,  in  token  that  their 
bond  of  brotherhood  had  found  reality  in 
the  ties  of  kinship  and  the  strain  of  com- 
mon blood. 

^^I  only  knew  this  morning,"  continued 
Julian,  anxious  to  break  the  awkward 
silence,  '^the  close  relationship  in  which 
we  three  stood  to  one  another.  We  have 
our  lives  before  us  in  whicn  to  show  that 
'  blood  is  stronger  than  water.'  Let  me  get 
on  to  the  other  subject  about  which  I  came, 

VOL.  III.  G 
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and  which  is  of  more  immediate  importance 
even  than  our  relationship. 

^^  Charlie — for  I  may  call  you  Charlie 
now/' he  continued,  affectionately, — ^Hhere 
has  been,  I  know,  some  strange  misunder- 
standing between  you  and  Miss  Champneys. 
It  was  because  I  thought  that  I  had  dis- 
covered the  key  to  the  mystery  that  I 
hurried  over  here  on  your  sister's  —  our 
sister's — wedding  day.  Had  Frank  Free- 
man been  able  to  find  out  your  whereabouts 
sooner,  or  had  he  been  able  to  go  into 
the  details  of  the  matter  when  he  was  here 
the  other  day,  it  is  possible,  though  hardly 
likely,  that  this  miserable  misunderstanding 
might  already  have  been  cleared  uj). 

'^  Until  I  had  seen  the  marvellous  likeness 
between  you  and  George,  until  I  had  heard 
of  George's  engagement  to  Alice  Graves, 
and  until  I  had  made  up  my  mind,  from 
personal  knowledge  of  you,  that  yours  Avas 
by  no  possibility  the  face  of  a  man  who 
could  lie,  I  believed,  as  Miss  Champneys 
believes  now,  that  you  were  false   to  her, 
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and  had  engaged  yourself  to  some  one  else, 
who,  if  I  mistake  not,  will  turn  out  to  have 
been  no  other  than  Alice  Graves.'' 

Charlie  stared,  George  looked  uncomfort- 
able. His  jealousy  of  Charlie  had  not  been 
so  long  allayed  but  that  its  memory  rankled 
still. 

'^Now,  George,"  continued  Julian,  '^  I 
want  you  to  try  and  remember  the  exact 
date  on  which  Alice  Graves  j^romised  to  be- 
come your  wife,  the  place  in  which  that 
promise  was  given,  and,  as  far  as  possible,  tho 
manner  in  which  it  pleased  you  both  to 
interchange  your  vows.  You  will  see  pre- 
sently, old  fellow,  why  I  am  so  inquisitive, 
and  you  will  do  Charlie  a  good  turn  by 
being  as  precise  as  possible." 

^^  I  do  not  remember  the  exact  date,'  '^aid 
George,  ^^  and  I  keep  no  diary;  but  I  know 
it  would  have  been  about  two  or  three  da}'s 
before  Charlie  finally  left  Brassingham  Park 
and  took  up  his  quarters  with  us.  He  had  been 
much  with  me,  off  and  on,  for  some  weeks 
before  thaf,  and  Alice  used  to  rave  about  his 
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good  looks  and  liis  easy  manners  and  his 
being  heir  to  Brassingham  Park,  till  I 
thought  she  meant  to  marry  him,  not  me — 
and  others  thought  so  too.  Mrs.  Ferris 
thought  so:  and  Alice,  through  always 
praising  Charlie  up  to  the  skies,  and  taking 
no  notice  of  me,  made  Mrs.  Ferris  sure  that 
if  Alice  chose  she  could  one  day  be  mistress 
of  Brassingham  Park." 

Julian  whistled  and  looked  from  one  to 
the  other  brother,  as  if  dark  places  had  been 
made  plain. 

''  Well,"  continued  George,  rather  sulkily, 
"  it  was  '  Mr.  Brassingham  this,'  and  ^  Mr. 
Brassingham  that,'  all  day  and  all  night. 
Besides,  I  once  heard  Mrs.  Ferris  say  to  my 
uncle  that  it  would  be  a  great  match  for 
Alice  if  she  could  catch  Charlie,  and  my 
uncle  went  off  into  one  of  his  furious  pas- 
sions, and  said  it  should  be  the  worse 
for  her  if  Alice's  feelings  or  mine  were 
interfered  with.  Well,  I  loved  AHce,  and 
had  loved  her  for  ages  past,  though  some- 
how I  did  not  seem  to  know  it  for  certain 
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till  she  began  to  talk  about  the  length  oi 
Charlie's  lashes,  and  the  blue  of  his  eyes, 
and  all  that  sort  of  bosh.  Then  I  said  to 
myself,  *  This  sort  of  thing  won't  do.  If  she 
means  to  marry  young  Brassingham,  let 
her;  but  she  won't  make  a  fool  of  me.' 
So  I  asked  her  straight  out  one  day,  in  that 
recess  yonder,  when  Charlie  was  out  of  the 
way,  and  she  vowed  she  had  only  cared  for 
me,  and  not  Charlie,  all  along.  That 's  how 
we  got  engaged,  Julian ;  and  I  hope  my 
account  of  myself  lias  been  sufficiently 
precise." 

The  young  man  laughed  nervously,  and 
blushed  like  a  girl  as  he  made  his  confession, 
but  he  seemed  well  pleased  with  himself 
nevertheless. 

Julian,  who  had  heard  all  the  details  of 
Violet's  adventure  from  Frank  Freeman, 
who,  in  his  turn,  had  heard  them  from  Mr. 
Brassingham,  eyed  the  recess  with  curiosity, 
and  then  looked  up  for  the  gallery  which 
Violet  had  described  as  a  sort  of  little  organ- 
loft.     Yes,  there  it  was,  gallery,  brass  rail- 
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ings,  green  curtains  and  all,  just  as  Violet 
liad  described  in  her  interview  with  Mr. 
Brassingham. 

^'  The  -whole  thing  is  as  plain  as  a  pike- 
staftV'   l^e  cried  out.     ''Now  listen  to  me, 
you  fellows.    An  anonymous  letter  was  sent 
to    Miss   Champneys,   undertaking  to  prove 
Charlie's  falseness  if  Miss  Champneys  would 
come  to   a  certain  place  at  a  certain  time. 
You  had     been    long     and     often    absent, 
Charlie,  and  Miss  Champneys  was  jealous. 
A  jealous  woman  will  go  any  lengths.     She 
came  to  the  appointed  spot,  and  was  driven 
blindfold  to  this   very  house.     She  was   in 
that  gallery  yonder,  behind  the  green  cur- 
tains,   at    the   very   moment   you,    George, 
proposed  to  Alice.     Miss  Champneys  did  not 
even    know   of   your    existence,    much  less 
3X)ur  likeness  to  Charlie.     Slic  believed  tlien 
that  she  saw  her  lover  faithless  to  her.     She 
believes    so    now.     On   this    account   alone 
she   has    given    up    Charlie,     and     on    this 
account  alone   she  has   accepted   Mr.   Bras- 
singham." 


THE    THREE    BROTHERS.  87 

"  Who  could  possibly  liave  sent  the 
anon^TDous  letter  ?  "  asked  Charlie. 

'^  Doubtless  it  was  Mrs.  Ferris,  my  uncle's 
wife,"  said  Julian.  '^From  what  George 
has  admitted,  she  had  set  her  heart  on 
Alice  marrying  the  heir  to  the  property. 
She  thought,  probably,  that  if  Charlie  could 
be  detached  from  Miss  Champneys  he  would 
fall  back  upon  her  niece.  It  was  a  miser- 
able reason  for  all  the  misery  that  has  been 
caused  by  her  duplicity  and  falsehood ;  but 
still  I  believe  it  was  the  reason." 

'^  The  question  now  is,  how  to  prove  to 
Miss  Champneys  that  she  was  deliberately 
deceived  ?  "  said  George. 

^'She  will  believe  when  she  sees  you  two 
together,"  answered  Julian.  '^  Yet  I  know 
not  how  to  suggest  a  meeting.  There  are 
reasons  wliy  I  cannot  move  in  the  matter. 
I  mean,  that  I  should  not  like  to  bring  Miss 
Champneys  here  without  the  knowledge  of 
Mr,  Brassingham.  Again,  I  do  not  see  how 
Charlie  could  put  in  an  appearance  at 
Brassingham    Park  without  a  scene   which 


88     LOVE  LOST.  BUT  HONOUR  WON. 

would  completely  upset  the  liousehold. 
There  can  be,  however,  no  such  immediate 
hurry.  Think  over  the  matter  to-night.  I 
will  do  the  same,  and  to-morrow  I  will  ride 
over  here  again.  By  the  way,  George,  do 
you  think  our  uncle  would  put  me  up  here 
for  a  few  days  ?  Now  that  I  know  whose 
sons  we  are,  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  stay 
longer  at  Brassingham  Park,  and  I  would 
rather  be  with  you  if  there  is  room  for 
me." 

"  Wherever  there  is  room  for  me  there  is 
room  for  you,  Julian,"  was  George's  answer. 

So  the  matter  was  settled.  Julian  should 
bring  over  his  goods  and  chattels  on  the 
following  day,  and  take  up  his  quarters  for 
a  while  with  his  brothers  at  his  uncle's 
house.  There  was  room  enough  for  a  dozen 
extra  guests  in  the  rambling  old  farmhouse, 
and  George  knew  well  that  Julian  would  be 
warmly  welcomed  by  the  ex-prizefighter 
when  he  knew  that  he  was  his  sister's  son. 

Julian  was  in  a  hurry  to  be  gone.  They 
would  miss  him    at  Brassingham    Park,  he 
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said;    and    he   had   told  no  one   where   he 
had  gone.     On  the  morrow  they  would  meet 


again. 


Then  he  mounted  his  horse  and  was  off, 
while  the  younger  men  contemplated  each 
other  and  their  new  relations  with  some 
surprise  and  more  affection  on  the  part  of 
both.  No  sooner  was  Julian  out  of  sight, 
however,  than  an  idea  struck  Charlie  which 
he  hastened  to  communicate,  with  his  usual 
headlong  enthusiasm,  to  George. 

^^  Why  should  we  not  both  go  to  the  fancy 
ball  at  the  Park  to-night?"  he  exclaimed. 
"I  heard  Julian  say  there  were  a  lot  of 
Vereker's  friends  expected,  whose  appear- 
ance, even,  no  one  knew.  Then  we  could 
find  means  for  Violet  to  see  us  together  and 
know  us  apart.  Then  I  could  prove  to  her, 
with  you  at  my  side,  how  the  misunderstand- 
ing had  first  arisen,  and  all  might  still  go 
well." 

George  looked  troubled ;  the  idea  did  not 
find  favour  with  him,  evidently. 

^^  I  do  not  think  that  would  do,"  he  said. 
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^'  Fancy,  if  we  w^erc  found  out,  what  fools  we 
should  both  look  !  " 

"  You  could  not  he  found  out,  for  you  have 
never  been  seen  by  any  one  of  the  Brassing- 
hams ;  besides,  Nathan  could  disguise  us  too 
completely  for  us  to  fear  tliat ;  and,  even  if 
the  worst  came  to  the  worst,  one  row^  more 
or  less  would  not  matter  in  our  family. 
Come,  George,  do  let  us  go.  We  can  drive 
into  town  and  get  costumes  before  the  shops 
are  shut,  dress  at  the  King's  Head  in  Ham- 
mersmith, and  go  straight  on  to  Brassingham 
under  assumed  names." 

Much  as  George  disliked  making  his  first 
appearance  in  the  house  of  his  own  father  in 
disguise  and  entirely  unrecognized  by  him, 
still  there  w^as  a  strong  dash  of  adventure 
and  excitement  about  such  a  proceeding  that 
was  in  itself  a  great  inducement.  Besides, 
his  curiosity  to  see  the  man  to  whom  he  owed 
his  existence  was  intense ;  and  this  only  one 
dcirree  greater  than  his  desire  to  see  his  half- 
sisters,  of  whom  he  had  all  along  heard  so 
much   from   Charlie,  in  days  when  he  liad 
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never    suspected   liis   own   connexion    with 
tliem. 

Charlie  always  had  his  way  with  George. 
Any  difference  of  opinion  had  always  ended 
in  the  victory  of  the  former  and  in  the  good- 
humoured  submission  of  the  latter.  So  it  was 
now.  In  an  hour's  time  Charles  Brassing- 
ham  and  George  Ferris  were  bowling  along 
the  London  road  in  a  four-wheeled  dog-cart, 
to  see  what  Mr.  Nathan  could  do  for  them  at 
a  moment's  notice  in  the  way  of  an  impene- 
trable disguise. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

A  STRONG   TEMPTATION. 

Julian's  mother  saw  her  son  while  he  was 
yet  a  long  way  from  the  house.  He  would 
have  to  take  a  circuitous  course  on  horseback 
before  he  entered  the  avenue  of  limes.     Bv 

ml 

a  short  cut  she  could  arrive  at  the  gate  as 
soon  as  he.  The  shades  of  evening  were 
falling ;  the  twilight  was  deepening  fast ;  the 
odour  of  the  yellow  gorse  was  borne  strong 
on  the  autumn  wind  from  the  neighbouring 
common ;  the  leaves  fluttered  thickly  from 
the  lime-trees  to  the  gravel  path.  With  a 
long  black  cloak,  which  enveloped  her  figure, 
and  a  hood  over  her  head,  Madame  Ferrand 
swiftly  made  her  way  between  the  lime-trees 
to  the  entrance  gate. 
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Julian  was  already  there  in  the  act  of 
trying  to  unfasten  the  gate  with  his  hunting- 
whip  without  dismounting,  but  the  latch  was 
a  double  one,  and  his  efforts  were  in  vain. 
A  woman's  figure  came  from  between  the 
trees  and  unfastened  the  gate.  He  thanked 
her,  and  would  have  passed  on.  She  threw 
back  her  hood  and  disclosed  the  face  of  his 
mother. 

^'You  left  me  so  abruptly,  Julian,  before 
I  could  give  you  advice  or  warning,"  were 
her  first  words.  '^  I  saw  you  coming  across 
the  common,  and  I  hastened  to  meet  you 
here.  Miss  Champneys  now  knows  all — all 
except  that  you  are  my  son  and  Mr.  Bras- 
singham's.  She  has  not  only  abandoned  all 
intention  of  marrying  your  father,  but  she 
expressly  bade  me  send  you  to  her  as  soon  as 
you  returned  home." 

^'  To  what  purpose,  mother?"  said  Julian, 
with  unusual  sternness.  ^'You  do  not  sup- 
pose that  I  could  press  my  suit  upon  her, 
now  that  I  know  my  birth,  my  position,  and 
my  poverty.     Indeed,  I  would  not  pain  you, 
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dear  mother,  if  I  could  lielj)  it,  but  it  is  new 
to  me  to  know  tliat  I  have  no  right  to  any 
name,  to  any  place  in  the  world,  to  any 
fortune.  It  is  not  for  such  as  I  am  to  dream 
of  marriage  with  any,  much  less  with  a  girl 
of  Miss  Champneys's  birth,  who  has  been 
nursed  in  the  lap  of  luxury.  I  had  thought 
till  to-day  that  my  money  was  mine  by 
inheritance.  I  know  now  that  it  is  the  price 
of — of  your — misfortune!" 

Julian  had  thrown  himself  off  his  horse, 
and  had  drawn  his  mother  to  him.  She 
was  weeping  now,  not  the  iierce  tears  of 
scorn  and  rage  w^iich  she  had  shed  by  the 
mountain-ash  that  afternoon,  but  tears  of 
dawning  understanding  of  the  noble  youth 
whose  influence  was  drawinc^  her  to  better 
things. 

''  But  I  have  made  money,  Julian,"  she 
sobbed,  '^  money  by  my  art.  Do  you 
suppose  I  haA^e  made  all  Europe  ring 
with  my  fame  without  saving  enough  for 
my  own  sons  ?  Such  money  as  has  come 
from  him  "  (and  she  pointed  in  the  direction 
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of  Mr.  Brassingham's  house)  ^^  is  mine  no 
longer.  I  forfeited  it  the  moment  I  set  foot 
on  English  soil.  Go  to  Miss  Champneys — 
go  to  Violet,  Julian.  I  have  enougli  for 
you  and  George,  and  myself  as  vrell.  What 
will  she  care  whether  you  were  born  in 
wedlock  or  not !  " 

^^  Had  she  loved  me  she  might  not  have 
cared,"  said  Julian,  interrupting  her,  ^'  for 
love  is  victor  of  all,  and  overwhelms  all ; 
but  she  does  not  love  me.  Her  heart 
belongs  to  another — to  my  brother — Cliarlie 
Brassingham.'' 

''And  you  would  give  her  up  to  liim,  just 
when  she  is  ready  to  throw  herself  into  your 
arms ! "  exclaimed  Madame  Ferrand,  still 
quite  unable  to  fathom  the  generous  depths 
of  her  son's  heart.  ''  Oh,  Julian  !  think  of 
all  that  young  man  has  already  cost  vou, — 
you,  his  eldest  brother,  in  wliose  place  he 
stands  !  It  is  vou,  Julian — vou,  my  son — who 
should  havebeenheir  to  these  broad  lands  and 
Mr.  Brassingham's  wealth.  Charles  Brassing- 
ham's  birth  robbed  you  of  your  birthright. 
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Shall  his  marriage  rob  you  of  your 
love?" 

^^  He  neither  has  robbed  me,  nor  will  rob 
me,  of  either,  mother.  Your  love  for  me 
renders  you  unjust  to  him.  It  was  no  fault 
of  his  that  his  father  did  not  marry  you. 
He  loved  Violet  and  was  beloved  by  her 
before  I  even  saw  her.  As  to  my  love,  not 
he,  nor  any  man,  can  rob  me  of  my  love  for 
Violet.  It  is  not  all  love  that  needs  must 
culminate  in  marriage,  mother.  Marriage, 
to  my  thinking,  is  but  an  earthly  tie.  A 
love  once  given,  as  mine  is  given,  with  the 
whole  heart  and  soul,  should  be  capable  of 
soaring  beyond  the  realms  of  sense,  capable 
of  enduring  for  love's  sake  alone." 

Madame  Ferrand  disengaged  herself  from 
Julian's  protecting  embrace,  and  looked  up 
at  him  with  absolute  amazement. 

^'And  you  a  son  of  Mr.  Brassingham  I " 
she  said,  slowly.  ^^  I  do  not  understand 
you,  Julian,  nor  do  I  understand  your 
love." 

'^  No,    mother,   I    do   not   think   you  do. 
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Leave  me  to  follow  out  my  own  course.  I 
am  at  least  his  son  in  this,  that  I  have  a  will 
of  my  own,  and  am  as  obstinate  as  the  man 
who  proves  to  be  my  father." 

''^Well,"  said  his  mother,  '^I  have  done 
all  I  can.  You  must,  of  course,  take  your 
own  way.  I  have  told  Miss  Champneys  I 
would  send  you  to  her.  She  waits  for  you 
even  now  in  her  boudoir.  Only  remember, 
I  have  not  told  her  of  our  relationship,  and 
at  present  I  do  not  wish  that  known." 

''  Do  you  mean  I  am  not  to  say  that  I 
know  mvself  to  be  the  son  of  Mr.  Bras- 
fcsingliam  ^  " 

''  You  may  say  what  you  please  as  to 
that.  What  I  mean  is  tliat  I  do  not  wish 
her  to  know  that  the  woman  who  pleaded 
with  her  but  this  very  afternoon  is  the 
mother  of  the  man  who  is  now  going  to 
refuse  her  his  protection  in  her  hour  of 
need." 

^^  I  go  to  my  brother  George  to-morrow, 
mother,"  with  a  ring  of  sadness  in  his  deep 
voice.      '^  Wherever    you   are  making  your 

VOL.  III.  H 
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liome,  I  shall  trust  to  your  sending  to  nie 
there." 

Then  he  kissed  her,  remounted,  and  was 
soon  lost  to  her  sight  in  the  darkening 
shadows  of  the  trees. 

Arrived  at  the  house  he  presented  himself 
immediately  at  Violet's  boudoir  door.  He 
had  that  to  say  which  must  pluck  out  his 
own  heart  from  his  bosom  in  the  telling,  but 
which  would  bring  new  hopes  of  life  and 
happiness  to  her. 

He  entered,  and  found  her  alone.  There 
was  an  awkward  silence.  Violet  was  very 
pale,  and  she  trembled  visibly.  ^^  You 
wished  to  speak  to  me,  I  believe,"  at  last  she 
said,  striving  hard  to  repress  the  rising 
tears;  '^  at  least,  Mrs.  Steele,  who  has  been 
with  me  this  afternoon,  said  as  much  before 
she  left." 

Julian  took  her  hand  and  raised  it  to  his 
lips.  ^^  Will  you  not  sit  down?"  he  said. 
"  You  are  trembling,  Miss  Champneys  ;  you 
are  frightened  and  excited.  Believe  me  there 
is  nothing  to  fear.    I  bring  you  joyful  news ; 
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news  which  will  lift  all  this  load  of  sorrow 
from  your  heart ;  at  least,  I  hope  so." 

''  You  are  very  good  to  me,  Mr.  Ferrand," 
she  said,  not  knowing  at  what  exact  moment 
she  was  to  expect  the  passionate  avowal  Mrs. 
Steele  had  prejDared  her  to  receive. 

Her  manner  was  not  forward,  nor  was  it 
coy.  She  felt  only  like  some  hunted  animal 
at  bay.  An  invincible  fate  had  made  her 
love  one  man,  and  promise  to  marry  another. 
The  man  she  loved  she  believed  she  could 
not  marry,  the  other  she  had  made  up  her 
mind  she  would  not,  and  to  get  away  from 
the  latter  she  had  brought  her  mind  to  a 
runaway  match  with  the  man  who  now  sat 
on  the  sofa  by  her  side,  and  who,  instead  of 
breathing  ardent  devotion,  was  talking  ear- 
nestly about  joyful  news. 

Poor  Violet  began  to  think  misunder- 
standings would  never  cease. 

^^Miss  Champneys — Violet,"  he  began. 

^^Now  it  is  coming,"  thought  she,  as  he 
dwelt  lovingly  on  her  Christian  name,  and 
she  wondered  vaguely  which  knee  he  would 
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drop  on  the  floor,  and  whether  the  footstool 
would  not  be  in  his  way. 

^*  Violet,"  he  said  again,  ^^it  is  impossible 
for  me  to  avoid  touching  on  the  past,  in 
explaining  to  you  my  conduct  in  the  present. 
You  have  not  forgotten  all  I  told  you  by  the 
Y'orkshire  stream  ? '' 

•^  No,  indeed  I  have  not,"  said  she, 
striving  to  throw  the  proper  amount  of 
encouragement  into  her  tone  without  ajopear- 
ing  unmaidenly. 

^^  I  told  you  then  how  I  loved  you,  Violet ; 
how  I  w^orshipped  you.  I  did  not  dream 
that  you  were  then  affianced  to  Mr.  Brassing- 
ham." 

'^Nor  was  I,"  said  she,  demurely. 

•  Or  as  good  as  affianced,"  he  continued; 
*'  when  I  did  know^  it,  I  think  you  will  do 
me  the  justice  to  say,  I  never  allowed  my 
love  to  trouble  you  by  word  or  even  look." 

Violet  fidgeted.  Why  couldn't  the  man 
come  to  the  point !  Here  was  she  wound 
up  to  the  necessary  pitch,  ready  to  raise 
him   from  any   position  he   might   care   to 
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adapt  to  the  emergency,  and  the  provoking- 
fellow  only  asked  her  questions  about  his 
own  conduct  I 

"  I  am  not  eng-ag-ed  to  Mr.  Brassino;ham 
now,"  she  said,  abruptly  ;  ^'  at  least,  I  have 
quite  made  up  my  mind  that  I  do  not  inteiul 
to  marry  him." 

^*  There,"  thought  she  ;  ^^  if  he  can't  say 
what  he  came  to  say  now,  he  may  leave  it 
alone.  Does  the  man  expect  me  to  ask  him 
to  marry  me  ?" 

Then  she  pouted,  and  ran  her  slim  fingers 
up  and  down  her  watch-chain,  as  nervous 
women  do.  She  knew  his  eyes  were  fixed 
on  her,  adoringly,  j^assionately,  sadly.  Had 
she  loved  him  how  difierent  would  have  been 
her  mood  I  how  difi'erent  her  behaviour ! 
But  she  had  only  made  up  her  mind  to  bo 
his  wife  because  another's  love  had  failed 
her,  and  she  felt  a  lonely,  desolate  little 
girl. 

Her  sorrows  had  not  raised  her  to  the 
unselfish  heights  that  the  young  giant  by  hei* 
side  had  won. 
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''  I  know  that  sucli  is  your  determina- 
tion," said  Julian;  "that  is  tlie  reason  I  am 
here." 

Violet  let  a  hand  fall  from  the  watch-chain 
on  to  the  cushion  that  separated  her  from 
Julian.  Surely  it  was  time  for  him  to  Avant 
it.  But  it  lay  there  unnoticed,  or  at  least 
untaken.  How  awkward  it  looked  lying 
there  by  itself,  with  nothing  to  play  with 
and  nothing  to  hold  !  She  drew  it  hastily 
back  and  coloured. 

Julian  paused  a  moment,  his  dark  eyes 
devouring  her  entrancing  beauty,  the  fierce 
longing  in  his  heart  to  possess  her  surging 
up  to  the  windows  of  his  mind.  The  temp- 
tation was  strong  within  him  to  throw 
honour  to  the  winds,  to  clasp  her  to  him  then 
and  there  in  his  passionate  embrace,  to  take, 
her  away  this  very  moment  and  marry  her 
out  of  hand.  He  had  but  to  keep  back  the 
knowledge  he  had  gained  from  George ;  he 
had  but  to  let  Violet  remain  in  the  belief 
that  Charlie  was  the  affianced  of  another, 
and  she  would  be  his.      He  saw  it  in  her 


A   STRONG   TEMPTATION.  103 

manner ;  he  saw  it  in  her  azure  eyes.  He 
had  but  to  say  the  word,  and  she  would  up 
and  fellow  him  where  he  would — poor,  bewil- 
dered, desolate  little  soul! 

A  moment  selfish  passion  and  honour  were 
trembling  in  the  balance,  a  moment  the  hun- 
gry desires  of  the  brute  almost  overwhelmed 
the  human  love  of  the  god-imaged  man. 

Would  Loye  or  Honour  win? 

Julian's  swarthy  face  was  li^T.d  with  sup- 
pressed emotion.  His  great  black  eyes 
gleamed  fierce  and  lurid  in  the  agony  of  a 
maddening  desire.  His  white  teeth  were 
clenched,  his  strong  brown  hands  were  inter- 
twined, striving,  as  it  were,  to  hold  each 
other  down,  and  keep  him  from  catching  her 
to  his  bursting  breast. 

A  moment,  in  which  he  saw  Charlie's 
bright,  reproachful  eyes  haunting  him  in 
after  years  for  the  lives  he  had  separated,  for 
the  falsehood  of  his  friendship,  for  his  own 
honour  shattered  by  his  own  hand.  A 
moment,  in  which  he  divined  the  loathing 
^he,  Violet,  would  feel  when  she  knew  that 
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to  her  traitor  liusband  she  owed  the  real 
severance  of  hope  and  love. 

With  a  smothered  cry  of  bitter  pain  he 
sprang  from  his  seat,  his  grand,  tall  frame 
convulsed  with  the  anguish  at  his  heart. 

'^  Not  my  love,  not  mine,"  he  cried,  ^^  have 
I  come  to  offer  you  to-day !  Violet !  I 
know  !  I  know  too  well,  that  you  have  no 
love  to  give;  that  your  heart  is  Charlie 
Brassingham's.  Therefore  have  I  come 
here.  But  an  hour  ago  I  obtained  proof  with 
my  own  eyes  that  you  have  been  deceived, 
not  by  Charlie,  but  by  some  one  else  I  That 
anonymous  letter  was  a  lie  !  The  man  you 
saw  in  the  recess  with  Alice  Graves  was  not 
Charlie,  but  another,  whose  likeness  to  him 
almost  deceived  me  in  daylight — how  much 
more  you  in  the  shadows  of  that  dingy 
room  ?  He  loves  you,  Violet,  Charlie  loves 
you,  has  ever  loved  you,  truly,  nobly, 
honourably !  There  is  no  other  woman  in 
the  wa}^.  You  have  but  to  call  him  to  you, 
and  Charlie  will  be  your  own  true  love  once 


more." 
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The  sudden  revulsion  of  feeling  in  Violet's 
mind  almost  made  her  heart  stop  beating. 
She  had  not  even  known  that  Julian  was 
aware  of  her  attachment  to  Charlie  Bras- 
singham,  nor  that  her  two  young  lovers  were 
acquainted.  She  felt  dazed,  stupefied, 
stunned  at  the  suddenness  of  the  shock.  For  a 
moment  she  gazed  at  him  in  a  stricken,  nerve- 
less sort  of  way,  thinking  more  of  how  fierce 
and  handsome  he  looked,  standing  there  in 
front  of  her,  than  of  any  immediate  bearing 
on  her  own  life  contained  in  his  burning* 
words. 

^^How  —  do — you  —  know?"  at  last  she 
gasped,  as  his  meaning  slowly  broke  upon  her 
bewildered  senses. 

''  Miss  Champneys,  I  cannot  tell  you  the 
whole  long  story  now.  Let  this  suffice  :  I 
have  seen  the  man  who  is  engaged  to  Alice 
Graves  ;  I  know  him  well ;  I  have  known 
him  all  my  life.  He  is  an  honest,  truthful 
man — a  man  who  cannot  tell  a  lie.  He  has 
told  me  himself  that  it  was  he,  not  Charlie, 
who  proposed  to  Alice  Graves  in  the  recess 
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•of  the  large  hall  to  wliich  you  were  escorted 
blindfold  some  months  ago.  As  I  have 
said,  he  and  Charlie  might  be  twins,  so 
strong  is  the  resemblance  between  them." 

'^  But  I  saw  Charlie  again  Avith  Alice 
Graves  in  the  carriage  as  you  brought  Mr. 
Freeman  home ;  and  again  from  my  window 
as  he  stood  at  the  horses'  heads,"  urged 
Violet.  ^'  And — and,"  she  stammered,  blush- 
ing violently,  ^'  I  asked  Alice  Graves  myself 
if  she  were  engaged  to  him,  and  she  owned 
that  it  was  true." 

^'  Charlie  Brassingham  was  in  the  carriage 
Avith  Alice  GraA^es,"  Avas  the  reply;  ^'  but  it 
Avas  not  Charlie  Brassingham  who  Avas  at 
the  horses'  heads.  Charlie  Avas  in  the 
carriage  Avhen  you  passed  us  on  tlie  road, 
but  he  did  not  enter  the  Park  gates.  Did 
Alice  Graves  mention  him  by  name  ?  " 

^'No,"  said  Violet,  hesitatingly;  ^^I  do 
not  think  any  names  Avere  mentioned.  I 
pointed  out  the  man  at  the  horses'  heads  to 
her  from  the  windoAV  of  this  room,  believing 
him  io  be   Charlie  Brassingham.     i  asked 
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her  if  it  was  to  him  she  was  engagedj  and 
she  said  it  was." 

^^  You  shall  have  an  opportunity,  Miss 
Champneys,  of  proving  beyond  all  doubt  the 
truth  of  my  statements.  As  soon  as  possible 
you  shall  have  an  interview  with  Alice 
Graves  and  the  man  to  whom  she  is  shortly 
to  be  married.  As  to  Charlie  Brassingham, 
I  shall  see  him  to-morrow  myself,  and  I  will 
deliver  any  message  you  may  choose  to  send." 

Thus    ^^  Love    was    lost,    and    Honour 

WON." 

Violet  burst  into  tears.  She  was  not  a 
woman  of  strong  nerve  or  practical  sense. 
Promptitude  and  decision  were  not  her 
characteristics.  Had  they  been,  she  would 
not  have  attracted  all  the  male  Brassing- 
hams  in  the  way  she  did ;  for  the  flint  is  not 
of  the  nature  of  the  steel,  nor  the  steel  of 
the  nature  of  the  flint,  yet  the  sj)ark  which 
kindles  so  great  a  flame  comes  by  the  meet- 
ing of  the  two.  She  was  a  beautiful,  spoiled, 
wayward  child,  whose  love  sorrows  had  been 
greater   than  she    could  bear.     She  was  as 
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the  ivy,  of  a  nature  that  must  cling;  she 
had  no  jDower  of  standing  alone,  such  as  was 
given  to  Theodora,  or,  indeed,  to  all  the  Bras- 
singhams,  when  standing  alone  was  needful. 

All  the  tendrils  of  this  frail  j^lant  had 
clung  to  Charlie  Brassingham  till  the  knife 
of  apparent  desertion  had  severed  them 
from  the  vigorous  tree.  Then  they  had 
turned  to  other  support,  not  heeding  the 
nature  of  the  tree  to  which  they  turned; 
and  now  again,  finding  poison  in  its  wood, 
they  had  been  willing  to  cling  elsewhere, 
and  chance  their  growth  heavenwards  or 
along  the  ground. 

The  element  of  heroism  was  wanting  in 
Violet  Champneys.  She  was  not  meant  by 
nature  to  play  heroic  parts.  If  the  little 
flower  of  love  were  hers — that  was  all  she 
cared.  And  the  little  flower  had  nearly 
died,  for  lack  of  nourishment  and  hope  and 
sunshine ;  and  now  Julian,  the  good 
gardener,  had  come  her  way,  and  had  given 
her  love  for  food  and  hope  for  drink,  and 
she  reared  her  head  once  more. 
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Tears,  to  such  a  nature  as  Violet's,  are 
the  natural  relief.  Perhaps,  if  they  had 
marred  her  beauty  she  would  have  learnt 
restraint  even  in  this  luxury  of  woe,  but 
there  was  not  this  need.  She  wept  grace- 
fully, becomingly,  charmingly.  Her  eyes  did 
not  redden,  nor  her  delicate  little  nose  swell, 
nor  did  her  throat  make  unseemly  noises 
even  when  the  tearful  torrent  was  at  its 
height.  Miss  Champneys,  in  short,  wej)t  ivell. 

Her  grief,  or  at  any  rate  this  manifesta- 
tion of  it,  was  more  than  Julian  could  bear ; 
if  he  strove  to  comfort  her,  he  knew  it 
would  be  more  than  his  manhood  could 
stand.  After  all,  tears  were  not  dangerous, 
and  this  outburst  might  do  her  good.  He 
went  out  and  closed  the  door,  and  Violet 
was  left  alone. 

But  weeping  by  oneself  is  dull.  Children 
soon  give  up  howling  if  placed  in  a  room  by 
themselves,  and  Violet  was  little  else  than  a 
child.  Violet  had  been  miserable  for  months ; 
love-sickness  had  been  her  constant  com- 
panion ;  and  now  that  she  had  nothing  to  be 
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miserable  about  she  found  herself  rather 
dull.  An  hour  ago  she  had  had  vague 
visions  of  starting  at  daybreak  in  a  dog-cart, 
and  catching  the  train  for  Dover ;  she  had 
wondered  what  a  young  lady  in  her  position 
should  say  to  Mr.  Brassingham  in  the  note 
she  would  leave  on  her  dressing-room  table. 
Then  there  would  be  a  j)ursuit — running 
away  would  be  tame  without  a  pursuit ! 
But  now  all  was  changed  ;  there  would  be  no 
dog-cart,  and  no  note,  no  running  away,  and 
no  pursuit ;  only  the  old,  old  story  of  Charlie 
Brassingham's  love,  which  she  had  been  cry- 
ing for  all  these  months,  certainly,  but  which, 
after  all,  she  knew  by  heart,  through  a  couple 
of  3^ears  of  love-making. 

Ah,  how  many  of  us  are  there  who  almost 
sicken  over  a  glut  of  joy!  When  the  pur- 
suit is  over,  and  the  pain  forgotten,  and  all 
we  have  gone  through  has  become  part  of 
the  fading  past,  the  goal  we  have  reached 
seems  so  dull  and  gloomy ;  it  is  no  longer 
irradiated  by  the  rays  of  hope.  The  anxie- 
ties  of  doubt,   so  exciting  and  stimulating 
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while  we  strov^e,  have  faded  down  into  a 
prosaic  certainty,  which  has  robbed  our 
attainment  of  half  its  prospective  charm. 
Truly  was  he  a  wise  man  who,  when  the 
gods  offered  him  ^' truth/'  or  ^^  the  search  for 
truth,"  promptly  and  decisively  chose  the 
latter. 

Violet  Champneys  drew  a  tiny  lace  hand- 
kerchief from  her  pocket,  and  passed  it  over 
her  eyes.  Then  she  bathed  her  flushed 
face  with  eau-de-Cologne,  and  smoothed  her 
tumbled  hair.  Being  once  more,  as  it  were^ 
clothed  and  in  her  right  mind,  having  had 
all  the  real  troubles  of  life  settled  for  her 
by  the  man  who  was  at  this  moment  break- 
ing his  heart  over  her  loss,  she  naturally 
felt  a  mental  vacuum.  AVhat  would  fill  it  ? 
What  would  be  likely  to  fill  the  vacuum 
of  a  mind  like  that  of  Violet  Champneys,. 
whose  doll-like  beauty  had  already  enchained 
the  hearts  of  three  of  the  most  splendid  men 
in  Christendom  ?  Why,  diamonds,  to  be 
sure  I     What  else  but  diamonds  ? 

Violet  lighted  the  i2:as,  turned  it  on  full 
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in  all  the  burners,  made  an  illumination  of 
candles  on  tlie  dressing-table,  so  as  to  obtain 
some  mild  foreshadowing  of  her  glory  later 
on,  as  the  Peri  at  the  gate  of  Paradise, 
^nd  then  unlocked  the  drawer  where  she  had 
placed  the  magnificent  parure  of  diamonds 
given  her  by  Mr.  Brassingham.  Horror  of 
horrors !  the  diamonds  were  gone  !  Where 
tliey  had  lain  in  their  dark-blue  velvet 
case  she  found  a  note.  She  opened  it,  and 
read: — 

^^  Dear  Violet, — My  mother  having  given 
me  the  diamonds  in  her  lifetime,  they  are 
not  now  my  father's  to  give  away.  I  have 
them  with  me.     Yours, 

'^  Anne  Vereker." 
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CHAPTER  X. 

WHAT  HAPPENED  AT  THE  FANCY  BALL. 

It  was  ten  o'clock.  The  guests  were  be- 
ginning to  arrive.  The  corridors  were 
liglited  up  from  end  to  end  with  candles 
socketed  in  mounds  of  earth  placed  behind 
banks  of  ferns.  Masses  of  the  choicest 
exotics  were  grouped  in  the  corners  of  the 
rooms,  on  the  landings,  in  the  window-sills 
and  hearths.  The  central  hall  and  the 
whole  suite  of  reception-rooms  were  one 
blaze  of  light,  while,  in  the  ante-rooms, 
Chinese  lanterns,  suspended  from  above, 
shed  a  softer  and  less  searching  lustre. 

All  that  wealth  could  command,  all  that 
taste  could  devise,  all  that  ingenuity  could 

VOL.  III.  I 
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conceive,  had  been  brought  to  add  to  the 
luxury  and  magnificence  of  the  Brassing- 
hains'  fancy  balL 

Mr.  Brassingham,  himself  in  a  sober  but 
handsome  court  suit  of  rich  black  velvet, 
stood  at  the  entrance  of  the  principal  danc- 
ing-room, flanked  on  one  side  by  Theodora, 
on  the  other  by  May. 

Violet  had  purposely  avoided  being  dovrn- 
stairs  to  receive  the  guests ;  partly  because 
her  conscience  smote  lier  for  the  part  she 
would  have  to  play  that  night  as  Mr.  Bras- 
singham's  affianced  bride,  partly  because  she 
dared  not  give  Mr.  Brassingham  the  chance 
of  making  any  prolonged  inquiry  as  to  the 
missing  diamonds. 

Since  Anne  had  the  diamonds  safe  witli 
her,  it  would  be  but  prudent  to  avoid  rousing 
Mr.  Brassingham's  violent  temper  until  the 
ball  was  over  and  the  guests  had  taken  their 
departure. 

Disappointed  at  not  being  able  to  appear 
in  the  Brassingham  diamonds  Violet  un- 
doubtedly   vvas ;  but   the   feeling   of   disap- 
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pointment  was  dwarfed  by  the  exjDectation 
of  the  fearful  commotion  there  would  be 
when  3Ir.  Brassingham  was  mads  acquainted 
with  the  first  high-handed  proceeding  of  his 
eldest  daughter  in  ner  new-married  life. 
Violet  was  perfectly  awjire  that  this  differ- 
ence of  opinion  as  to  the  possession  of  the 

diamonds  had  been  the  verv  core  and  kernel 

t/ 

of  the  quarrels  between  Anne  and  her 
father.  Anne  had  always  bitterly  resented 
■what  she  considered  hor  father's  unjust  ajD- 
propriation  of  jewels  which  no  longer 
belonged  to  him ;  wdiile  Mr.  Brassingham 
had  as  bitterly  complained  of  his  ^T.fe's  con- 
duct in  giying  jew' els  to  her  eldest  daughter 
which  she  had  no  right  to  part  with. 

It  had  flashed  across  Violet's  mind,  cer- 
tainly, when  she  was  reading  the  letters 
Mrs.  Steele  had  laid  before  her,  that  these 
very  diamonds  must  haye  been  in  the  posses- 
sion of  Mr.  Brassingham's  mistress  before 
they  ever  became  the  property  of  his  wife. 
But  she  supposed  the  matter  had  been  com- 
promised, and  that  old  Mr.  Brassingham  had 
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succeeded  in  obtaining  restitution  of  the 
stones  by  tlie  offer  of  a  more  liberal  allow- 
ance. 

Still,  as  matters  stood,  the  diamonds  had 
oeen  given  to  Violet,  out  and  out,  by  Mr. 
Brassingham,  and  she  was  quite  prepared  to 
stand  out  for  her  rights.  Violet  disliked 
Anne — a  feeling  that  was  cordially  recij)ro- 
cated — and  she  did  not  care  a  rush  for  Mrs. 
Steele  one  way  or  the  other.  Still  Violet  could 
not  help  ruefully  remembering  the  adage 
that,  ^^  Possession  v/as  nine  points  of  the 
law  "  ;  and  '^  possession,"  certainly,  of  these 
diamonds  was  in  favour  of  Anne. 

Mr.  Brassingham's  black  velvet  costume 
became  him  well.  Few  men  had  limbs  that 
could  better  stand  the  test  of  black, silk 
stockings  and  tight-fitting  trunks.  His 
enormous  girth  of  chest,  his  erect  carriage, 
liis  firm,  elastic  gait  and  his  lofty  stature, 
all  made  him  a  marked  character  at  his  own 
fancy  ball — an  Agamemnon  among  the 
humbler  Greeks. 

Every  one  knew  Mr.  Brassingham's  origin, 
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yet  it  was  difficult  to  reconcile  those  well-cut 
massive  features  with  plebeian  birth.  Not  a 
few  of  the  high-born  guests  who  attended 
his  ball  that  night  remembered,  with  an 
astonished  envy,  that  this  noble-looking 
man  was  the  son  of  an  iron-founder's  fore- 
man, and  the  grandson  of  a  common 
^^  navvy." 

Theodora  was  grandly  picturesque  as 
a  gipsy,  May  exquisitely  lovely  as  Juliet. 
Close  to  her  stood  her  straight-limbed, 
fair-haired  Eomeo,  in  tunic  of  pale 
lavender  slashed  with  white,  a  very  typo  of 
an  ideal  descendant  of  the  princely  house  of 
Montague. 

Immediately  behind  them  stood  the  Tem- 
pest and  Higgins  faction,  Mrs.  Tempest  as 
Ceres,  covered  and  crowned  with  j^oppi^^"^ 
and  yellow  corn  ;  Mrs.  Higgins,  in  an  Oriental 
costume,  as  the  Widow  Twankay,  a  cha- 
racter taken  from  the  popular  burlesque 
of  'Aladdin.'  Miss  Higgins,  as  Red 
Riding  Hood,  in  her  short  petticoats  and 
scarlet  cloak  and  hood,  formed  a  bright  foil 
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to  the  white  and  gold  oi  Loftus  Tempest's 
Hymen. 

Matilda  Tempest's  fine  figure  was  shown 
to  the  best  advantage  in  the  superb  green 
velvet  habit  of  Di  Vernon,  and  Sclfe 
looked  the  very  picture  of  an  Austrian 
heau  sabreur. 

A  little  further  off  from  the  entrance,  in 
a  perfect  bower  of  ferns  and  hydrangeas, 
sat  Lady  Catherine  Freeman,  as  Anne  of 
Austria,  in  a  magnificent  gold  brocade ; 
and  by  her  side  Lady  Amory,  in  a  Pom- 
padour costume,  which  she  had  chosen  as 
admitting  the  free  use  of  paint  and  patches, 
hoops,  stomacher  and  powdered  hair.  Talk- 
ing to  them  were  the  benevolent-looking 
Dr.  Broadmead,  looking  Pickwick  to  the 
ideal,  the  Eev.  Silas  Monckton,  in  the 
garb  of  a  dancing  Dervish,  and  Miss  Lavinia 
Brassingham,  as  Meg  Merrilies,  from  '  Guy 
Mannering.' 

Beyond  again,  seated  on  a  low  divan, 
formed  in  the  large  bay-window  of  the 
drawing-room,  sat  Agatha  Bonclmrch,  in  the 
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costuaie  of  Pharaoh's  Daughter,  her  dark, 
smooth  hair  confined  by  a  broad  fillet  of 
plain  gold,  from  which  depended  a  single 
pear-shaped  pearl,  her  draperies  of  white 
girt  with  a  cincture  of  gold  and  precious 
stones.  In  her  ears  were  coral  ear- 
rings of  Egyptian  shape ;  about  her  tlu'oat 
a  necklet  of  square-shaped  golden  pieces, 
on  which  were  hieroglyphics  in  Egyptian 
characters.  Truly  Oriental  did  she  look  ;  a 
marked  contrast  to  her  companion  on  the 
divan,  Frank  Freeman,  whose  rough-hewn 
English  features,  square  beard,  and  dark 
grey  eyes,  were  well  suited  to  his  adoption 
of  the  character  of  Robin  Hood.  Their 
close  proximity  rendered  each  the  more 
remarkable,  so  striking  was  the  contrast 
between  his  square,  massive  build  and  her 
lithe  supple  figure ;  between  the  ruddy 
freshness  of  his  English  complexion  and 
the  bronzed  clear  pallor  of  her  Eastern 
skin. 

Mr.  Nathaniel  Yereker  and  his  sister  Eliza- 
beth were  promenading  the  reception-rooms 
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as  George  the  Third  and  Queen  Charlotte ; 
Miss  Caroline  Vereker  looked  j^rim  and  precise 
enough  as  a  Puritan.  These  worthy  souls  felt 
a  little  out  of  place  in  the  gorgeous  pageantry 
of  a  fancy  ball.  But  though  they  were  old- 
fashioned  and  methodical,  and  somewhat 
blunt  in  their  ways  and  manners,  they  were 
far  too  kind  of  heart  to  damp  the  festivities 
of  their  friends,  by  not  j^ntting  in  an  appear- 
ance, even  where  they  could  not  but  feel 
themselves  out  of  their  natural  element. 

Tresilian  as  Leicester,  in  an  elaborate 
and  expensive  dress  of  blue  velvet  and  satin, 
blazing  with  sham  jewels,  and  embroidered 
all  over  with  silver  lace,  looked  Leicester 
to  the  life,  distinguished,  aristocratic,  heart- 
less and  cold.  Tresilian's  blood  did  not 
seem  to  run  at  the  ordinary  pace  of  other 
mortals'.  With  all  his  elegance  and  refine- 
ment and  elaborate  taste,  he  entirely  lacked 
the  fire  and  force  that  lent  such  beautv 
to  the  family  of  the  Brassinghams.  He 
was  languid,  enervated,  hlasc,  where  the 
majority  of  the  men  among  wliom  he  had 
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been  lately  thrown  were  vigorous  almost  to 
roughness.  Hence,  as  might  have  been 
expected,  with  the  men  he  was  no  favourite. 
They  considered  him  effeminate  and  foppish, 
while  the  women  were  divided  into  two 
hostile  camps  in  their  opinion  of  his 
character  and  person.  To  both  Anne  and 
Miss  Higgins  Tresilian  was  an  ideal  man. 
Anne  did  not  care  a  button  about  thews  and 
sinews.  She  was  tired  to  death  of  the  style 
of  conversation  in  which  her  father  and 
brother  were  wont  to  indulge.  It  was  a 
matter  of  the  sublimest  indifference  to  Anne 
whether  Smith's  biceps  were  bigger  than 
Brown's,  or  Jones  measured  more  round 
the  calf  than  Eobinson.  If  she  did  not 
dislike  Frank  Freeman  for  any  other  reason, 
she  did  because  he  encouraged  the  family 
conversation  in  this  groove ;  and,  since  Julian 
had  become  a  ^^  familiar"  at  Brassingham 
Park,  all  subjects  connected  with  muscle  and 
strength  had  become  positively  loathsome 
to  Anne's  ears. 

And   Tresilian  was  the  exact  opposite  to 
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this.  His  calm  repose  of  manner  was  a 
delightful  contrast  to  the  vigour  and  unrest 
of  Ferrand,  Freeman  and  Selfe,  or  even  the 
perpetual  motion  of  Yere,  who,  like  a 
parched  pen  on  a  drum,  was  never  still 
from  one  end  of  the  day  to  the  other. 
Tresilian's  courtesy  and  urbanity,  again,  his 
polished  language,  his  nice  tact,  no  less  than 
the  correctness  of  his  appointments  and  the 
good  taste  of  his  dress,  told  with  great  effect 
on  a  mind  like  Anne's,  which  attached  so 
vast  an  importance  to  outward  accomplish- 
ments and  the  rules  of  fashionable  life. 
Charlie  and  Frank  delighted  in  getting 
themselves  up  like  gamekeepers ;  indeed, 
the  nearer  they  could  approach  the  British 
^' rough"  in  their  costume  the  better  they 
were  pleased ;  while  Vere  invariably  looked 
like  a  city  clerk  on  week-days,  and  a  shabby 
Methodist  parson  on  a  Sunday. 

Miss  Higgins's  admiration  for  Tresilian 
was  not  so  deep  as  Anne's.  She  liked  him 
because  he  paid  her  compliments,  and  in- 
sinuated that  she   possessed   charms  which 
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she  ■would  have  given  all  her  fortune  to  have 
really  had.  In  short,  Miss  Higgins's  mouth 
was  always  wide  open  for  sweets,  and,  as 
long  as  Tresilian  was  by  to  feed  her,  her 
j^alate  was  delightfully  tickled  with  all  the 
honeyed  compliments  and  innuendoes  a 
finished  man  of  the  world  knows  so  well 
how  to  pay. 

Lady  Amory,  too,  was  a  staunch  supporter 
of  Tresilian.  She  was  for  ever  pointing  out 
to  Eric  the  distinguished  air  with  which  Mr. 
Tresilian  handed  a  woman  to  her  carriage, 
the  elegant  grace  with  vrhicli  he  bowed, 
sustained  a  common-place  conversation,  or 
handled  a  fan,  till  Eric,  who  had  been  a 
public-school  boy,  and  was  wont  to  express 
himself  with  freedom,  had  remarked,  ^'The 
one  thing  in  the  world  I  should  best  like  to 
do  would  be'  to  kick  that  perfumed  prig 
downstairs." 

For  the  rest,  May  and  Violet  were  indif- 
ferent to  him.  Agatha  spoke  openly  of  his 
good  points,  and  ignored  what  she  could  not 
approve.     Theodora  loathed  him ;    but   his 
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greatest  friend,  wliom  she  loathed  also,  had 
married  her  sister,  so  slie  was  distantly  civil 
to  him  for  her  sister'-s  sake. 

Tresilian  was  pre-eminently  at  home  at  a 
fancy  ball.  He  did  not  dance,  but  that  is 
of  secondary  importance  when  every  one  is 
in  fancy  dress.  He  was  here,  there,  and 
everywhere,  distributing  programmes,  in- 
troducing partners,  interfering  with  the 
servants,  extinguishing  lanterns  which  had 
caught  fire,  altering  the  programme,  pin- 
ning up  ladies'  torn  skirts  with  pins  fron;  his 
own  little  gold  and  enamel  pincushion.  In 
short,  he  was  ubiquitous  and  indispensable, 
but  at  the  same  time  very  much  in  every 
one's  way. 

The  third  dance  was  being  played,  almost 
all  the  guests  had  come;  but  still  no  Julian, 
and  no  Violet  had  descended  the  grand  stair- 
case. Mr.  Brassingham  waxed  impatient. 
He  turned  to  May,  who  was  close  to  him, 
and  asked  her  to  go  and  see  if  anything  had 
occurred. 

May  found  Violet  in  all  the    agonies  of 
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finishing  touches.  To  appear  at  the  gate  of 
Paradise  is  not  an  everyday  matter  even  to 
a  Peri. 

She  was  ready  at  last.  As  luck  would 
have  it,  just  as  she  emerged  from  one  door 
on  to  the  landing,  Julian  appeared,  clad  in 
his  black  armour,  from  another. 

They  descended  the  staircase  side  by  side, 
the  snowy  whiteness  of  her  Peri's  dress  con- 
trasting with  his  suit  of  jangling  mail. 

Mr.  Brassinghani  had  been  called  away 
from  his  post  by  the  entrance,  but  Theo- 
dora, Agatha  and  Frank,  who  were  standing- 
together  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  noted  their 
arriving  together,  though  for  very  different 
reasons. 

Theodora  had  not  much  in  common  vrith 
Violet.  She  would  have  been  glad  had 
Charlie  bestowed  his  affections  elsewhere  ; 
but,  putting  her  brother  entu^ely  out  of  the 
question,  she  very  strongly  objected  to 
having  Violet  as  a  step-mother.  That 
Julian  Ferrand  was  desperately  in  love 
with  Violet  was  evident  enough  to  all  but 
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Mr.  Brassingham  himself.  And,  as  the  two 
descended  the  staircase  together,  their  very- 
contrast  set  Theodora  dreaming  what  might 
be  the  end  of  Violet's  flirtations. 

As  Frank  said  to  Agatha  afterwards,  it 
was  the  sight  of  the  evening  to  see  those 
two  descend  the  stairs.  No  more  effective 
tableau  could  have  been  arranged  inten- 
tionally,, so  fairy-like  was  her  soft  beauty,  so 
noble-looking  his  magnificent  figure  in  its 
tight-fitting  suit  of  mail.  His  armour  was 
entirely  composed  of  the  smallest  rings, 
interwoven  with  nicest  workmanship.  It 
was  supple  as  wool  and  as  flexible,  but  its 
weight  was  more  than  most  men  could  have 
supported. 

Julian  and  Violet  passed  on  together  into 
the  ball-room.  Every  eye  was  upon  them. 
Their  costumes  and  their  contrasted  good 
looks  formed  the  especial  theme  for  com- 
ment as  they  entered.  A  buzz  of  universal 
admiration  might  have  been  heard  from  the 
assembled  crowd. 

The  ball  was  now  in  full  swinf>:.     Oflicers 
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liad  arrivod  from  Windsor  and  rHounslow, 
from   Kniglitsbridge    and  Woolwich.      The 
spacious  rooms  were    crowded  with  people 
in  every  imaginable  costume.      Turks  and 
Greeks,  Poles  and  Highlanders,  Henry  VIII. 
and  all  his  wives,  Faust,  Mephistopheles  and 
Marguerite,  Mother  Hubbard  and  Bo-Peep, 
Cinderella   and   her   Prince,  Camaralzaman 
and  the  Princess  Badoura,  Spanish  matadors, 
Mexicans  and  Red  Indians,  Italian  bandits, 
Venetian   noblemen,   Roman    cardinals   and 
peasants,  Malay  pirates,  Chinese  mandarins 
and  2^™ces   of   Hindostan,   harlequins  and 
columbines,  Puritans  and  Cavaliers ;  all  these 
and  numberless  more  were  there,  crowding 
the     corridors,     thronging     the     staircases, 
whirling  to  the  strains  of  Strauss  and  Wald- 
teufel  along  the  floors  of  polished  oak. 

'*'  Truly,"  was  the  continual  remark, 
-'  such  a  ball  as  Mr.  Brassingham's  has  not 
been  seen  of  late." 

'^  I  wonder  who  that  tall  man  in  an 
Eastern  dress  can  be?"  said  Red  Riding 
Hood  to  Hymen,  as  they  paused  breathless 
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in  a  waltz ;  ^^  and  why  is  his  head  so  muffled 
in  that  gauzy  veil  ?  " 

'^  I  believe  he  is  one  of  Vere's  friends, 
from  town,"  said  Hymen.  ^^He  is  sup- 
posed to  represent  the  Veiled  Prophet  of 
Khorassan.  A  splendid-looking  fellow,  is 
he  not?" 

^'  I  hope  his  face  is  not  so  hideous  as  the 
prophet's  in  the  j)oem,"  said  Red  Eiding 
Hood.  ^^  If  I  had  been  he  I  think  I  would 
have  chosen  some  other  dress." 

''  That 's  a  fine  fellow  speaking  to  him 
now,"  said  Hymen.  ^^By  Jove!  a  man 
must  know  he  has  a  good  figure  to  put  in  an 
appearance  in  such  a  dress  as  that.  Why, 
it  is  simply  a  skin  of  black  and  red  silk  !  " 

^'  Oh,  he  is  an  executioner,"  said  Red 
Riding  Hood,  ^^  don't  you  see  he  carries  an 
axe,  and  lie  has  a  little  black  mask  across  his 
eyes  ?  For  my  j)art,  I  think  it  is  in  very 
bad  taste  for  any  one  to  come  in  such  a 
dress.  He  came  with  the  Veiled  Prophet, 
so  I  suppose  he  is  another  friend  of  Mr. 
Vereker's." 


WHAT  HAPPENED  AT  THE  FANCY  BALL.        129 

''  Ah,  I  remember  Vereker  said  some  of 
his  friends  would  startle  us  considerably  by 
their  costumes.  I  suppose  these  are  what  he 
alluded  to.'' 

^^  That  Executioner  fellow,"  said  Frank 
Freeman,  who  was  standing  behind  them, 
'^  need  not  have  gone  to  the  exjDcnse  of  a 
costume.  I  su23pose  he  thinks  muscle  '  un- 
adorned adorned  the  most.'  He  might 
almost  as  w^ell  have  come  in  the  garb  of 
primitive  man." 

''  I  saw  him  arrive  with  the  Veiled  Pro- 
phet," said  Tresilian,  joining  in  the  conver- 
sation. ^'  He  had  an  ulster  down  to  his  heels, 
and  when  I  saw  him  peel  I  could  scarcely 
believe  my  eyes." 

Hymen  and  Red  Riding  Hood  glided  ofF 
into  the  surging  throng  of  dancers. 

^'Dont  you  think  the  dress  is  positively 
indecent.  Freeman?"  added  Tresilian,  as 
soon  as  they  had  disappeared. 

^^  Indecent  is  a  strong  word,"  answered 
Frank.  ^^No,  I  see  nothing  indecent  about 
it.     There  are  several  harlequins  in  tlic  room 

VOL.  in.  K 
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wlio  show  off  their  limbs  without  any  greater 
disguise.  After  all,  he  is  quite  as  much 
clothed  as  an  acrobat  or  a  tight-rope  dancer, 
and  all  the  world  looks  on  at  their  per- 
formances." 

'^  But  at  a  ball ! "  urged  the  elegant 
Tresilian. 

^^  An  executioner  is  an  executioner,  Tre- 
siUan.  The  man  is  dressed  as  one  always 
sees  a  mediaeval  headsman  dressed  in  pictures 
of  those  times.  Most  men  would  have 
avoided  personating  such  a  character,  from 
motives  of  good  taste,  at  a  fancy  ball.  But 
that  a  man  should  not  be  allowed  to  dispense 
with  cloth  or  velvet  tails  seems  to  me  but 
mawkish  sentiment  and  absurd  conven- 
tionality. If  this  Executioner,  whoever 
he  is,  had  not  been  such  a  magnificent 
figure  of  a  man,  nobody  would  have 
troubled  their  heads  about  him." 

Tresilian  was  offended,  and  walked  away. 
He  was  not  accustomed  to  have  his  opinions 
on  the  subject  of  good  taste  controverted. 

Freeman   went    up    to   the  Executioner, 
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who  was  talking  in  a  corner  of  the  room  to 
the  Veiled  Prophet. 

^^  Can  I  not  introduce  you  to  any  partners  ?  " 
he  said  jDolitely  ;  ^'  as  I  happen  to  be  staying 
in  the  house,  I  know  most  of  the  people  who 
are  present." 

^^  Thank  you,  I  do  not  dance,"  said  the 
Executioner;  ''but  my  friend  here  is 
anxious  for  an  introduction  to  the  lady  in 
white,  with  a  diamond  star  above  her  fore- 
head." 

"  The  Peril  Oh,  certainly  !  "  said  Free- 
man. ''  It  is  a  fancy  of  the  Misses  Brassing- 
liam,"  he  added,  turning  to  the  other  man, 
"  that  all  introductions  at  their  ball  should 
be  by  the  names  of  their  costumes.  I  be- 
lieve you  re^^resent  the  Veiled  Prophet  of 
Khorassan?" 

The  Veiled  Prophet  bowed  an  affirmative. 

Freeman  hastily  introduced  him  to  the 
Peri,  and  went  off  to  effect  other  introduc- 
tions. 

''I  am  engaged  for  all  the  rounds,"  said 
the    Peri,    holding  out  her  programme  for 
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inspection,  in  answer  to  some  almost 
inaudible  remark  behind  the  veil  of  the 
Prophet.  ^^  I  am  not  engaged  for  this 
quadrille.  But  I  hate  squares,"  she  added,  as 
he  wrote  *^  Veiled  Prophet"  on  her  card. 
^^  Let  us  sit  it  out." 

Her  companion  offered  his  arm  and  bowed. 
Still  he  was  silent.  He  threaded  the  throng 
in  silence.  In  silence  he  led  the  way  to  a 
conservatory  which  led  out  again  upon  the 
lawn. 

^^I  hope  the  man  is  not  dumb!"  said 
Violet  to  herself.  ^^  How  I  wish  I  had 
danced  instead  of  sitting  out !  " 

He  led  her  to  a  rustic  bench  hidden  in  a 
little  grove  of  myrtles.  The  darker  masses 
of  rhododendrons  interposed  between  the 
myrtles  and  the  glare  of  the  thousand  lights 
within  the  hall ;  only  a  rose-coloured  hang- 
ing lamp  shed  its  soft  light  upon  tlie 
spot. 

Then  the  Veiled  Prophet  bent  towards 
her  and  uttered  the  one  word,  ^^  Violet !  "  The 
veil  dropped  from  his  face  and  disclosed  the 
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laughing  eyes  and  handsome  features  of 
Charlie  Brassingham. 

^'Charlie!"  she  exclaimed,  below  her 
breath,  and  the  next  instant  he  had  caught 
her  to' his  breast. 

^Oly  darling!  my  darling!"  he  cried, 
*'  you  do  not  disbelieve  me  now  ?  " 

^'  No  !  no  !  "  she  cried,  ^^  Mr.  Ferrand  has 
told  me  all." 

^^  My  own  little  love,  how  you  tremble! 
Comj^ose  yourself,  Violet ;  it  must  not  be 
guessed  that  I  am  here  disguised.  You  are 
mine,  Violet,  you  are  mine ;  are  you  not  ? 
Let  me  hear,  from  your  own  dear  lips,  you 
will  never  wed  any  other  man  than 
me.'' 

^' Never,  Charlie,  never !  "  and  the  Peri's 
head  drooped  on  the  Prophet's  shoulder. 
The  gate  of  Paradise  was  opened  wide,  and 
the  loving,  fluttering  soul  went  in,  discon- 
solate no  more. 

The  Prophet  wound  the  veil  again  about 
his  head. 

''  But,  oh,  Charlie !  "  she  murmured,  as  the 
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thought  of  ]\[r.  Brassingham  returned; 
''•  what  will  your  father  say  ?  What  can  I 
say  to  him  ?  We  were  to  have  been  married 
in  a  week  from  now.  I  could  not  face  him. 
Indeed,  indeed  I  could  not  I  What  shall  we 
do?" 

^'  All  is  fair  in  love  and  war,"  said  Charlie. 
^'  If  the  worst  comes  to  the  worst  we  must 
run  awav.  Mv  father  cannot  drao;  you  to 
the  church  against  your  will." 

Violet  shuddered.  ^^  He  is  more  violent 
than  ever,"  she  said.  ^'  I  dare  not  remain 
in  his  house  when  he  knows  that  I 
will  not  marry  him.  I  dare  not,  and  I 
will  not.  Oh,  Charlie,  let  me  go  now^ 
with  you !  With  you  alone  shall  I  feel 
safe." 

^^  My  poor  little  love !  "  said  he,  tenderly ; 
^Svhere  could  I  take  you  to-night?  or  how 
€Ould  you  get  away  ?  Bear  up,  dear,  till  to- 
morrow. Then  I  will  return  without  disguise, 
and  demand  you  of  my  father,  face  to  face. 
It  is  the  only  straightforward  course,  my 
Violet.      I    could   not   steal  you   from   my 
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father's  house.  Besides,  I  have  that  to  tell 
him  which  will  give  him  much  else  to  think 
of  besides  marriage.'' 

^^  Tell  me,  Charlie,  who  is  this  man  so 
fatally  like  you  ?  "  asked  Violet. 

'^  Thereby  hangs  a  tale,"  he  replied.  ^^  To- 
morrow, when  I  come,  you  will  know  all.  I 
did  not  know  that  Ferrand  would  have  told 
you  all  so  soon,  so  I  brought  my  double  with 
me  to  2^1'ove  to  you,  if  1  found  it  needful, 
that  it  was  lie,  not  I,  whom  you  saw  with 
Alice  Graves." 

^^Oh,  Charlie!  which  is  he?  How  I 
should  like  to  see  him  I  " 

^' He  is  the  Executioner,"  he  answered; 
'Hhe  man  with  the  axe  and  the  black  mask 
across  his  eyes.  The  mask  makes  a  Avonder- 
ful  disguise.  Had  he  come  unmasked  people 
would  liave  mistaken  him  for  me,  so  alike 
are  we  considered.  Xow,  dear,  we  must  go 
back.  To  avoid  suspicion,  take  no  further 
notice  of  me  or  him.  Vie  are  supposed  to 
be  some  of  Vereker's  friends,  so  we  are  safe 
rom    interroofation.       Now    that    I     know 
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you  are  mine,  my  darling,  I  have  no  care  in 
tlie  world." 

^^  Nor  I,  but  the  fear  of  your  father,"  said 
she,  as  they  went  back  into  the  ball-room. 
^'  Oh,  Charlie,  how  I  dread  to-morrow  I  " 

He  pressed  the  hand  that  lingered  on  liis 
arm  in  silent  encouragement  and  farewell, 
then  led  her  to  a  seat,  and  joined  the 
Executioner  at  the  other  end  of  the  room. 

Perhaps  no  condition  of  society  is  more 
conducive  to  projDosals  of  marriage  than  life 
in  a  large  country  house.  It  would  almost 
seem  as  if  every  one  composing  such  a 
society  were  called  upon  to  make  choice  of  a 
partner  for  life  from  among  those  in  whose 
company  he  found  himself  during  the  close 
companionship  of  tlie  autumn  months. 

Loftus  Tempest  and  Frank  Freeman  were 
no  exceptions  to  the  rule,  and,  unfortunately, 
the  same  woman  had  become  the  object  of 
their  choice,  namely,  Agatha  Bonchurch. 

Love  has  many  shapes.  He  is  Protean  in 
his  changes.      We  are  accustomed  to  view 
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the  god  far  too  much  from  one  point  of  view 
only, — the  passionate.  It  is  of  such  love  that 
we  say,  ''  love  is  blind."  It  is  of  such  love 
that  all  jealousy  and  very  much  of  effort  is 
born.  It  is  this  love  that  has  a  tender,  inex- 
plicable, sensuous  charm ;  this  Ipve  that  is  at 
once  more  soothing  and  more  stimulating 
than  other  loves,  and  hence  the  only  form 
thought  worthy  of  record  in  those  pictures 
of  social  life  which  the  world  calls  ''  novels." 
But  humanity  is  Protean,  eacli  individual 
is  unlike  his  fellow  in  his  manner  and  capa- 
<;ities  of  loving  as  in  his  powers  of  brain  or 
development  of  muscle.  In  some  men  intel- 
lect so  outweighs  the  animal  inclinations  of 
the  man  that  he  appears  absolutely  passion- 
less :  yet  he  will  not  allow  that  his  power  of 
loving  is  the  less  for  that.  In  others  gratitude; 
and  in  others  again  an  intense  form  of  sym- 
pathy, forms,  as  it  wore,  Love's  mass,  leaving 
Imagination  and  Passion  to  throw  a  halo, 
more  or  less  luminous,  according  to  the  brain 
of  the  lover,  over  the  person  loved.  Again, 
how  many  thousand  women  are  there  capable 
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of  inspiring  a  deep,  sincere,  lasting  love  in 
the  minds  of  men,  who  yet  lack  that  sensuous 
suggestiveness  wliich  throws  a  glamour  over 
men's  senses,  and  encourages  the  animal  at 
the  expense  of  the  human  being.  Yet  we 
hear  but  little  of  such  women,  either  in  real 
life  or  in  works  of  fiction.  They  are  the 
working  bees,  nevertheless ;  but  their  colours 
are  sombre,  their  very  virtues  are  of  a  sub- 
dued and  modest  type,  too  delicately  toned 
for  use  in  the  garish  drop-scenes  of  the 
world's  social  theatre. 

A  woman  of  such  a  sort  was  Agatha  Bon- 
church.  She  was  accomplished,  she  was 
attractive,  she  was  distinguished-looking, 
slie  was  graceful.  Few  women  were  pos- 
sessed of  a  more  exquisite  refinement.  In 
l)reeding  and  intellect  she  was  far  superior 
to  the  Brassinghams,  as  slie  was  in  culture 
and  in  powers  of  sympathy.  But  she  was 
not  the  sort  of  woman  wlio  could  by  any 
possibiUty  become  the  '^rage"  with  tlie 
youth  of  a  metropolis,  or  ^'  the  fashion  "  in  a 
London    season.       She   was   too   staid,    too 
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retiring,  too  dignified^  for  such  a  role,  while 
she  lacked  the  peach-like  bloom  and  the 
voluptuous  contour  which  attract  the  vast 
majority  of  the  human  herd  of  men. 

To  Loftus  Tempest,  however,  and  to 
Frank  Freeman,  Agatha  Bonchurch  was 
most  attractive. 

Loftus,  though  an  only  son,  and  a  good 
deal  spoilt  by  his  mother,  had  not  met  with 
much  kindness  from  the  world  at  large.  On 
the  contrary,  his  allowance  of  kicks  had  been 
ample,  of  halfpence  small.  He  bitterly 
resented  the  neglect  of  his  fellow-creatures, 
whicli  at  first  he  had  attributed  to  his 
poverty  and  his  originality,  and  in  tliis 
opinion  he  was   not  far  wrong. 

Loftus  had  oj^inions  of  his  own  on  most 
subjects,  and  they  hapjDcned  to  be  very 
different,  as  a  rule,  to  the  opinions  of  general 
societv.  Had  he  been  a  rich  man,  it  would 
have  been  said  of  him  that  he  lived  in 
advance  of  his  age  ;  his  eccentricities  would 
have  been  called  genius,  and  people  would 
have  gone  about  saying  he  was  a  young  man 
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destined  to  make  his  mark  on  the  age  in 
which  he  lived.  But  he  was  poor,  miserably 
poor,  and  society  does  not  allow  poor  young 
men  to  air  odd  opinions  within  its  orthodox 
jDale. 

Society  had  snubbed  Lof  tus.  Society  had 
said  he  was  not  a  fit  companion  for  its  con- 
ventional sons  and  daughters.  Had  Mrs. 
Tempest  belonged  to  an  intellectual  set,  her 
son  would  have  found  kindred  spirits,  with 
whom  lie  could  discuss  free  thought,  without 
being  necessarily  stigmatized  as  a  limb  of 
Satan;  but  Mrs.  Tempest's  friends,  though 
Bohemians,  and  very  careless  about  their 
own  and  other  people's  morals,  still  main- 
tained a  decent  but  maimed  religious  code, 
which  might  not  be  blasphemed.  If  their 
religion  was  barren  and  dead,  and  stupider 
than  the  lowest  fetish  worship  of  an  African 
savage,  still  they  cherished  it.  Loftus 
hated  it,  and  consequently  they  hated 
Loftus. 

For  some  time  he  had  kicked  against  the 
pricks,  but  it  was  useless;  so  he  took  to  other 
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company, — lower  company,  pot-house  com- 
pany, — where,  if  the  men  he  met  were  not 
refined  Bohemians,  they,  at  any  rate,  were 
not  narrow-minded  prigs. 

To  an  idle,  indolent,  yet  brilliant  yonn;"^ 
man  of  twenty,  the  society  of  other  young- 
men,  beneath  him  in  caste  and  educa- 
tion, but  ahead  of  him  in  knowledge  of  the 
world  and  keenness  of  wits,  is,  and  always 
will  be,  a  strong  temptation.  In  the  jDot- 
house  he  was  supreme.  Society  looked 
askance  at  liim.  Then  society  might  go  to 
the  devil,  and  he  would  stick  to  the  pot- 
house. 

Thus  he  took  gradually  to  drink  and  low 
society ;  that  is,  the  society  of  grooms  and 
ostlers,  touts  and  betting-men,  and  all  the 
seedy  hangers-on  at  favomite  bars  and 
public-houses.  After  that  society  had  dropped 
him  quite,  and  he  had  as  thoroughly  droj^ped 
society. 

The  only  person  who  had  avowedly  and 
purposely  interposed  to  save  him  on  his 
downward    course  had  been  Agatha    Bon- 
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church.  There  were  very  few  people  in  the 
world  to  whom  the  young  fellow  believed  he 
owed  any  debt  of  gratitude  whatever.  There- 
fore the  feeling,  which  is  as  much  an  in- 
stinct as  any  other  feeling,  was  stored  up 
in  his  lonely  mind,  until  it  found  its  vent 
n  unbounded  enthusiasm  for  the  only 
woman  who  had  had  the  courage  to  stand 
his  friend,  and  insist  on  his  taking  his  proper 
place  in  the  social  circle  at  the  Wells.  The 
intensity  of  Loftus's  feeling  of  gratitude 
was  the  kernel  of  his  strong  feeling  for 
Agatha  Bonchurch.  Beyond  this,  he  was 
at  his  ease  with  her,  which  he  was  not 
with  other  women ;  and  he  had  grown  day 
by  day  to  depend  more  and  more  upon  her 
judgment  and  her  counsel. 

Had  not  Freeman  been  evidently  as  much 
struck  by  Agatha  Bonchurcli  as  Loftus  him- 
self, Loftus  would  probably  have  continued 
to  cherish  an  enduring  fidelity  to  the  girl, 
without  thinking  it  necessary  to  propose  to 
marry  her;  and  this  the  more  so  because 
Tempest  had  absolutely  nothing  to  offer. 
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But  since  a  rival  had  appeared  in  the 
iield,  and  more  especially  since  Freeman's 
accident  had  lifted  tlie  corner  of  the  veil 
of  decorous  propriety  behind  which  Agatha 
had  hitherto  found  refuge,  Loftus  Tempest 
had  made  up  his  mind  to  speak  out  at  once, 
rather  than  risk  losing  Agatha  altogether  by 
allowing  Freeman  to  speak  first. 

No  opportunity,  however,  had  occurred 
until  the  confusion  of  Anne's  wedding  was 
over.  But  during  the  fancy  ball  Loftus 
Tempest  had  quite  determined  that  he  would 
learn  his  fate. 

It  had  only  been  during  the  past  few  days 
that  Agatha  had  understood  how  dear  she 
had  become  to  both  the  young  men,  and 
also  how  dear  one  of  them  had  become  to 
her. 

That  Loftus  Tempest  would  fall  in  love 
wdth  her  had  been  so  near  an  impossibility 
in  her  own  judgment  that,  when  signs 
of  the  truth  had  been  pointed  out  to 
her  by  Theodora,  she  had  utterly  refused 
belief,   and   had  continued   to  treat    Loftus 
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with  the  same   ^^  elder   sister"  kindness   as 
before. 

Neither  did  she  feel  that  Freeman  liad 
exactly  fallen  in  love  with  her ;  but  she  could 
not  help  seeing  how  he,  a  man  who  disliked 
the  majority  of  girls,  who  avoided  women's 
society  everywhere  but  in  the  ball-room, 
wdio  was  rough  and  bluff,  and  almost  dis- 
courteous, in  his  manner  to  the  fair  sex  gene- 
rally, was  far  otherwise  to  her.  She  could 
not  help  noticing  that  he  would  open  out  to 
her  on  all  the  deeper  subjects  of  social, 
moral,  or  religious  interest,  with  a  mucli 
keener  anxiety  for  her  opinion  than  could 
be  the  result  of  a  mere  desire  to  have  the 
benefit  of  her  judgment.  He  was  a  clever 
man,  she  was  a  clever  woman.  If  his  was 
the  greater  brilliancy,  hers  was  the  sounder 
judgment.  Where  imagination  suggested 
sparkle  and  vivacity  to  him,  a  more  truthful 
and  conscientious  ajDpreciation  of  facts  en- 
abled her  to  tone  down  the  too  vivid  exag- 
gerations of  his  creative  fancy.  Gifts  in 
which  the  one  was  w^anting  had  been  libe- 
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rally  supplied  to  the  other,  while  the  very- 
strongest  bonds  of  sympathy  united  them  in 
all  subjects  but  one. 

That  one  was  religion.  Nominally  they 
belonged  to  the  same  church.  In  reality 
their  religious  opinions,  and  the  thousand 
others  that  take  their  orioin  from  relioious 
teaching,  were  as  far  as  the  poles 
apart. 

Agatha  Bonchurch  had  been  brought  up 
in  a  High  Church  school,  which  allowed 
greater  latitude  to  individual  opinion  than  is 
usual  among  Catholics,  whether  Roman  or 
English.  Among  her  ancestors  there  had 
been  as  many  scholars  as  soldiers,  as  many 
priests  as  knights  of  the  sword  and  buckler. 
She  had  inherited  the  student  strain.  The 
faith  of  her  ancestors  was  dear  to  her,  but 
nevertheless  she  balanced  what  she  read  in 
the  scales  of  her  sober  judgment,  and  some- 
times pared  what  she  would  not  altogether 
reject. 

Frank  Freeman,  on  the  contrary,  had  been 
educated   in  the  lowest  Evangelical  tenets, 

VOL.  III.  L 
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which   had   been   forced   upon    his    child's 
brain  as  the  only  jiossible  escape  from  ever- 
lasting   damnation.       The    religion  of    his 
boyhood  had  been  all  fire  and  brimstone  and 
the  dread  of  eternal  torments.     His  sensitive 
disposition   and   his  vivid    imagination    had 
absorbed     these     horrible     impressions     so 
deeply  that,   as  his  brain  matured,  he  was 
nearly  maddened  by  the  pictures  drawn  for 
him,  by  his  Evangelical  advisers,  of  his  sins 
and  their  eternal  punishment.    When  he  had 
left  England  for  Germany,  life  to  him  had 
appeared  only  one  degree  less  hideous  than 
eternity,    and    his  brain  had  reeled  at  the 
revelation  of  Deity  made  to  him  by  persons 
of  the  Calvinistic  school.     Then  had  come 
reaction,  and,  in  the  violence  of  the  recoil, 
first    doubt    of    the    supernatural,    then    its 
rejection,  had  paved  the  way  to  a  condition 
of    mind   tantamount  to   a   rejection  of  his 
ancestral  creed.     One  by  one  the  landmarks 
of  his  religion  had  been  swept  away.     The 
tendency  of  his    mind   was   not    naturally 
towards    unbelief.       On    the    contrary,    he 
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longed  to  accept  all.  To  liim,  the  Church 
of  Rome  had  special  attractions  on  this 
account.  But  the  real  path  of  duty  must 
ever  lie  in  searching  out  the  truth.  The 
acceptance  of  a  creed  only  half  believed 
could  not  satisfy- the  sjDiritual  yearnings  of 
such  a  nature  as  Frank  Freeman's ;  and, 
rather  than  adopt  a  creed  he  could  not 
understand,  he  drifted  away  into  ]3tiiloso- 
phical  twilight,  peering  and  straining  after 
stray  rays  of  eternal  truth  that  might  chance 
to  pierce  the  gloom  in  which  he  felt  himself 
enshrouded. 

In  their  diverse  relio^ious  views  lav  the  real 
barrier  to  perfect  sympathy  between  Agatha 
and  Frank.  They  had  both  suffered  too 
much  in  earlier  years  to  be  able  to  lay 
aside  lightly  convictions  that  had  been 
built  up  by  many  an  agonized  hour  of 
mental  self-examination.  Though  religious 
topics  may  be  laid  aside  by  two  j^ersons  who 
do  not  agree,  yet  it  is  impossible  to  avoid 
the  thousand  daily  matters  of  discussion 
which  have   their    root    and  origin  in    the 
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leli^i^iou.s  habit  of  each  mind,  and  which  are 
formed  and  coloured  by  the  brain-power 
of  each. 

Yet  Agatha  and  Frank  had  at  least  this  in 
common,  that  both  Avere  earnest  seekers 
after  Truth. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

CONTAINS  PROPOSALS  OF  MARRIAGE. 

That  ''^  one  marriao-e  makes  many"  is  a 
familiar  saying.  At  any  rate,  tlie  possi- 
bility of  matrimony  is  strongly  suggested  to 
groomsmen  and  bridesmaids  wlio  have  shared 
the  excitements  and  labours  of  seeing  a 
couple  o&  on  their  voyage  together  through 
life. 

Moreover,  the  capacity  for  following  a  lead 
is  as  strong  among  nien  and  women  as  it  is 
amono;  animals.  Anne  and  Vere  were  already 
joined  in  the  bonds  of  wedlock.  Mr.  Brassing- 
ham's  marriage  was  to  follow  in  a  week's 
time.  Eric  and  May  were  already  discussing 
the  ha^^py  day,  the  trousseau,  and  the  future 
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home.  Aunt  Lavinia  was  only  waiting  to 
see  May  launclied  before  bestowing  herself 
and  her  money  on  the  Rev.  Silas  Monckton. 
No  wonder,  then,  that  others  had  caught  the 
craze ;  and  the  only  question  left  to  be 
asked  was,  How  the  remainder  would  sort 
themselves  ? 

Loftus  Tempest  was  the  first  to  plunge. 
He  was  sitting  in  a  fern-shadowed  nook  with 
Agatha  in  an  interval  between  tlie  dances. 
He  had  asked  to  see  her  card,  and  had 
noticed  Freeman's  name  down  for  the  in- 
terval allowed  for  supper,  as  well  as  for  the 
dances  immediately  before  and  after.  Evi- 
dently Freeman  meant  to  improve  the 
occasion.  Then  he  must  be  beforehand  with 
him.  But  Aoatlia  <2:ave  him  no  sort  of 
encouragement,  no  chance  of  skimming  the 
waters  into  which  lie  was  deliberately 
plunging.  Then  he  took  a  lieader.  The 
boldest  diver,  after  all,  lias  most  chance  of 
bringing  the  pearl  to  the  surface. 

His  chain  of  wedding-rings,  which  con- 
nected   wrist    and    shoulder,    had     become 
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entangled  in  the  folds  of  her  Egyptian 
dra2:)eries.  The  god  of  marriage  was  him- 
self a  captive.  The  soft  silk  of  her  dress 
had  so  cauo^ht  the  rino^s  of  which  the  chain 
was  made  that  no  delicate  manipulation 
served  to  separate  the  two. 

"  We  must  tear  the  silk,"  she  said. 

^'  That  would  spoil  your  dress,"  he 
answered;  ^^  rather  let  me  break  the 
chain." 

*' No,  no  I "  she  said,  hastily,  ^'my  silk 
will  mend,  your  chain  of  rings  will 
not." 

'^  Then  let  tlieir  union  be  a  sign  to  us," 
said  Loftus,  earnestly ;  '^  for  you  have 
caught  my  heart,  Agatha,  as  your  silk  has 
caught  my  ring  I  " 

Agatha  looked  j^^^^ii^^c^-  ^"^he  still  tried 
to  diseno-ao^e  her  dress,  but  she  made  no 
reply. 

Loftus  stayed  her  hand. 

^^  Agatha,  dearest,  you  have  saved  my  life 
for  me ;  you  have  made  me  know  how  great 
a   boon  life  is ;    you  have   restored   me   to 


152        L0V1-:  Lcsr,  hut  honour  won. 

health,  and  made  nic  lake  my  old  place  in 
the  world  again  among  my  fellows.  Will 
you  withhold  from  me  tlic  one  gift  that  can 
glorify  the  rest — the  only  gift  I  crave — your 
love  V' 

Agatha  disengaged  her  hand,  very 
gently,  but  witli  a  decision  Loft  us  could  not 
mistake. 

^'Mr.  Tempest,''  slie  said,  ''^  if  I  could 
have  foreseen  this  I  sliould  have  acted  with 
more  discretion.  Do  not  make  me  repent  the 
deep  interest  I  have  taken  in  you.  A  deep 
interest  it  always  will  be ;  more  it  can  never 
be.  Perhaps  I  have  been  to  blame ;  I  knew 
you  liked  me,  but  I  thought — I  thought 
your  heart  was  engaged  elsewhere,  and  that 
therefore  I  was  free  to  enjoy  your  friendship 
without  assigning  to  it  any  stronger  motive. 
Forgive  me,  Mr.  Temj^est,  if  my  manner  has 
misled  you  ;  indeed,  indeed  I  have  no  love  to 
give." 

She  rose  as  if  to  go.  The  chain  of  rings 
was  broken.  A  few  lay  scattered  on  the 
floor.     Unheeded  tliey  lay  at  their  feet.     He 
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tore  tlie  broken  chain  from  wrist  and 
shoulder  and  flung  it  among  the  ferns.  Poor 
bauble  I  It  had  played  its  part,  and  had 
been  broken  for  its  pains.  Yet,  after  all, 
the  chain  was  not  very  strong,  nor  was  its 
texture  of  fine  gold. 

In  silence  Loftus  and  Agatha  returned  to 
the  l3all-room.  She  was  claimed  imme- 
diately for  the  next  dance.  He  wandered 
out  on  to  the  moonlit  lawn,  and  wondered 
why  he  was  not  broken-hearted  ! 

A    few    moments    i^riven     to    meditation 

o 

convinced  him  that  not  only  was  he  not 
broken-hearted,  but  that  he  was  experiencing 
a  lively  sense  of  relief  at  having  been  refused. 
If  he  had  not  been  so  jealous  of  Freeman, 
he  began  to  think  he  would  never  even  have 
proposed.  But  Loftus  Tempest  was  a  curious 
mixture  of  vanity  and  self -depreciation.  He 
honestly  liked  Agatha  Bonchurch  ;  he 
honestly  admitted  to  himself  that  she  was 
far  too  good  for  him  ;  but  on  that  account 
even  he  was  able  to  congratulate  himself,  as 
a  man  who  had  had  a  lucky  escape. 
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As  he  strolled  about  alone  in  the  mellow 
moonlight  he  acknowledged  that  he  had 
been  guilty  of  wooing  a  goddess,  while 
he  was  himself  a  mortal  of  very  earthy 
mould. 

''  And  I  shouldn't  have  liked  it,  after 
iill,"  he  said  to  himself.  *^  She  would  have 
kicked  up  a  row  if  a  fellow  had  said 
^  D — n,'  and  would  have  come  down  heavily 
on  sherry  and  bitters  and  unlimited  loo. 
I  wish  I  hadn't  smashed  that  chain.  I  '11 
go  and  have  a  hunt  for  it  among  the 
ferns."' 

But  the  chain  was  no  longer  among  the 
ferns. 

As  Loftus  approached  the  scene  of  his 
late  discomfiture,  a  little  person  in  the  garb 
of  Red  Riding  Hood  was  sitting  alone  in 
the  seat  Pharaoh's  Daughter  liad  so  lately 
occupied,  and  in  her  hands  she  held  Hymen's 
broken  chain. 

"Look  what  I  have  found  among  the 
ferns,"  she  said,  as  he  came  towards  her, 
''  Hymen's   wedding-rings    all  crushed  and 
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broken  I  Fie  I  Mr.  Tempest  I  I  hope  the 
other  gods  take  better  care  of  their  insignia 
than  you  do  of  yours !  " 

She  finished  lier  remark  with  the  usual 
giggle.  She  was  rather  vulgar  and  rather 
silly  ;  but  as  she  sat  there  in  her  red  cloak 
and  hood  she  looked  cheerful  and  inviting. 
Loftus  thought  that  in  this  presence  he  might 
use  what  language  he  chose,  and  perhaps 
even  a  brandv-and-soda  and  a  festive  orame 
of  cards  might  not  be  denied  him. 

He  sat  down  beside  her. 

"■  How  cleverly  you  have  mended  my 
poor  chain  !"  he  said. 

^^  I  saw  somethino'  sflitterino-  amonjr  the 
ferns,"  she  answered;  ^^so  I  picked  it  out, 
and,  behold,  it  was  one  of  your  chains  I  I 
have  done  my  best  for  it,  but  some  of  the 
rings  are  still  terribly  bent  and  twisted." 

She  continued  to  put  them  in  shajDC  as  she 
chattered.  The  freckles  did  not  show  in  the 
gas-light,  but  the  dimples  did ;  and  Loftus 
Tempest  began  to  think  he  had  mistaken 
his  feelings  for  Agatha  Bonchurch,  and  that 
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jDcrhaps  lie  was  cared  for  in  this  other 
quarter,  as  Miss  Boiichurch  liad  been 
ah^eady  pleased  to  insinuate  wlien  she  had 
herself  refused  him. 

*' Are  you  not  dancing?"  he  asked. 
'^  How  is  it  you  are  here  alone  ?  " 

^^  Oh,  IMr.  Tresilian  was  with  me,''  she 
replied,  with  a  pout  and  a  toss  of  her  head  ; 
^'but  I  suppose  he  found  me  slow.  He  said 
lie  had  promised  to  take  Lady  Ursula 
Yereker  in  to  supper ;  so  he  left  me  to  shift 
for  myself." 

"And  to  occupy  yourself  with  mending 
my  broken  chain,"  added  Loftus,  thinking 
whether,  after  all,  he  would  not  let  her  mend 
his  wounded  vanity. 

''  It  is  a  pleasure  to  do  anything  for  youj 
3Ir.  Tempest,"  said  she,  with  an  emphasis 
on  the  pronoun  that  pitched  Loftus  yards 
onwards  on  liis  new  course  ;  "  you  do  not 
seem  to  take  everything  as  a  right,  like  Mr. 
Tresilian  does." 

'^  Tresilian  seems  to  have  put  his  foot  in 
it,   somehow,    to-night,"   thought    Loftus  to 
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himself.     ''  Tlie  more  I  praise  liim,  the  more 

she  will  abuse  him,  so  here  goes  for  finding 

out  why  he  is  in  disgrace. 

''  I  thouglit  Tresilian  was  a  prime  favourite 

of  yours,  Miss  Higgins,"  he  began.     '•  He  is 

so  distino^uished-lookino;  and  rehned  that   I 

am  sure  he  deserves  to  be.'' 

*' Fiddlesticks  I '' said  Miss  Hio'uins,  with 

some  asperity.  ''  He  has  a  good  figure  for 
hanging  a  coat  on,  and  he  avoids  pachouli 
in  his  perfumes — two  things  which  go  a  long 
way  towards  being  distinguished-looking  and 
refined  among  men  of  his  stamp." 

Loftus  almost  whistled.  ''  So,  so,"  said  he 
to  himself ;  ' '  he  has  nibbled  at  the  bait  and 
escaped  ;  or,  perhaps,  she  only  dangled  it 
over  his  nose,  and  he  sniffed  at  it  and  swam 
away.  This  accounts  for  the  milk  in  the 
cocoa-nut  I  Fifty  thousand  pounds  to  be 
caught  on  the  rebound  I  By  Jove  !  I  have 
half  a  mind  to  try  my  luck  !  Fifty  thousand 
will  gild  the  mother-in-law,  and  the  girl  is  a 
dear  little  soul,  freckles  and  all !  " 

"Will  you  fasten  on  the  chain  for  me?" 
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he  said.  ^-You  liave  made  it  look  as  good 
as  new." 

^^  It  is  a  flimsy  concern,"  she  replied,  as 
she  proceeded  to  fasten  it  to  his  shoulder ; 
^'but  I  dare  say  it  is  strong  enough  for  its 
purpose." 

"  It  will  have  been,  if  you  will  keep  your 
captive  by  it  in  future,"  he  said,  boldly, 
and  looking  straight  into  her  eyes. 

Her  face  flushed  scarlet  as  the  hood  she 
wore ;  but  her  light  lashes  veiled  her  eyes 
from  his.  She  still  held  the  other  end  of 
the  chain  of  wedding-rings  in  her  hand. 

He  felt  he  must  be  more  explicit.  He 
had  gone  too  far  to  draw  back  now,  though 
he  had  liardly  intended  to  go  so  far  when 
rash  thought  had  leaped  forth  in  still  rasher 
words. 

'^  You  nmst  bind  me  hand  and  foot,"  he 
said,  laughingly,  and  he  offered  his  hand 
for  the  gilded  manacle.  ^^  Take  me  all  in 
all,  or  not  at  all."  Tlien,  more  seriously, 
"•  Can  you  not  love  me  well  enough  ?  " 

Then  she  said,  '^  Yes,  indeed  I  can !  "  and 
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she  clasped  the  chain  upon  his  wrist,  and 
looked  her  answer  in  her  happy  face. 

A  shadow  darkened  the  corridor.  Even 
as  she  said  the  words  Frank  Freeman,  with 
Agatha  Bonchurch  on  his  arm,  swept  past 
them  into  the  hall.  Agatha  smiled  on  her 
as  she  passed ;  but  even  in  her  smile  there 
was  a  look  of  pain.  For  Frank  Freeman 
had,  as  Tempest  had  expected  he  would, 
made  an  opportunity  for  jDroposing  mar- 
riage to  Agatha  Bonchurch,  but,  contrary 
to  Tempest's  anticipations,  he  had  been 
refused. 

Even  up  to  the  moment  in  which  Free- 
man had  spoken  out,  Agatha  had  hesitated 
between  love  and  duty, — love,  because  she 
did  not  seek  to  conceal,  either  from  herself 
or  him,  that  her  heart  had  gone  out  to  liis ; 
duty,  contained  in  the  promptings  of  her 
calm  judgment  that  the  wide  difference 
between  their  religious  convictions  was  an 
insurmountable  barrier  to  their  happy  union. 

In  vain  he  had  urged  upon  her  the  strong 
sympathy  that  bound  them  together,  their 
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community  of  tastes  and  pursuits,  the  search 
for  the  highest  truth  that  was  the  noblest 
ambition  of  both. 

'^The  difference  in  our  creeds  cannot 
seimrato  us,"  lie  said,  ^^  so  long  as  our  minds 
are  both  bent  towards  the  attainment  of  the 
soul's  salvation." 

'^  Had  tlie  difference  been  but  one  of 
degree  in  the  merits  of  a  common  belief," 
she  had  replied,  ^'  our  lives  together  might 
so  far  have  modified  the  views  of  each  as  to 
make  our  union  happy  ;  but  it  is  not  so. 
Revelation  is  not  revelation  to  you  ;  tradi- 
tions which  to  me  are  sacred  truths,  are  to 
you  but  so  many  fictions,  useful  to  the  world 
in  its  childhood,  but  untenable  as  facts  in  its 
higher  development." 

He  could  not  persuade  her.  She  acknow- 
ledged that  she  loved  him ;  that  his  image 
filled  her  heart ;  that  his  future  career  would 
occupy  her  thoughts  ;  but  her  first  allegiance 
was  to  a  church  of  which,  at  most,  he  was 
but  a  nominal  member — to  a  crucified  God, 
who  to  him  was  but  crucified  man. 
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^^  But  would  she  hold  out  no  hope?"  he 
had  j)leaded.  ^^  Strong  as  the  convictions 
of  each  were  now,  they  were  both  young, 
and  both  were  liable  to  change." 

^^  The  probability  is  too  remotCj"  she  had 
answered.  ^'  By  the  time  that  years  have 
modified  our  convictions,  our  lives  may  have 
grown  asunder,  even  our  aspirations  may 
have  different  aims  in  view.  I  do  not  feel 
as  if  my  heart  could  change,  but  heart  is 
not  the  whole  man  or  the  whole  woman 
either.  Many  duties  lie  before  us  both.  I 
would  not  have  your  career  hamjDcred  by 
hopes  that,  by  being  long  deferred,  miglit 
make  the  heart  too  sick  for  its  daily  duties^ 
Henceforth,  let  us  meet  as  friends,  which  we 
could  not  do  were  we  to  allow  the  hope  of  a 
stronger  tie  to  be  woven  in  with  the  web  o£ 
our  daily  lives." 

The  gay  throng  had  lost  much  of  its 
gaiety  for  these  two  as  they  mingled  again 
in  the  crowd.  Duty  is  very  fine  in  the 
abstract,  no  doubt ;  but  the  lightsomeness 
that  is  said  to  accompany  its  performance  is 
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u  quality  rather  talked  about  than  felt. 
Human  nature  is  human  nature,  and  it  is 
not  human  nature  to  weave  a  martyr's  crown 
out  of  tlic  bitter  leaves  of  youth's  earliest 
^sorrows  and  disappointments. 

Hence,  as  Agatha's  glance  rested  smil- 
ingly on  Patty  Higgins  as  she  passed,  both 
the  glance  and  the  smile  had  been  full  of 
pain. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

NEMESIS. 

Occupied  with  his  duties  as  host,  Mr.  Bras- 
singhain  had  failed  to  notice  the  precise 
moment  of  Violet's  entrance  into  the  ball- 
room. 

Immediately  that  he  caught  sight  of  her, 
however,  he  had  seen,  with  vexed  astonish- 
ment, that  she  was  not  wearing  the  diamonds 
he  had  so  specially  given  her  for  this 
occasion. 

Hastily  he  had  inquired  the  reason.  As 
hastily  she  had  replied  that  there  was 
something  wrong  about  the  diamonds, 
which  she  would  explain  when  the  guests 
had  departed. 
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^' They  have  not  been  lost?"  he  asked, 
with  an  angry  frown. 

*^No,"  she  answered. 

^^  Nor  stolen?"  he  added,  still  more 
angrily. 

^'  No,  nor  stolen,"  she  replied ;  for  if 
Anne  believed  the  diamonds  were  hers,  she 
could  hardly  be  said  to  have  stolen  them. 

But  her  denial  was  hesitating,  and  Mr. 
Brassingham  felt  that  something  was  being 
concealed  from  him  about  those  unlucky 
diamonds,  which  made  him  suspicious  and 
irritable  throughout  the  evening. 

There  was  no  time  for  an  explanation 
then,  however,  and  he  was  forced  to  wait 
till  the  guests  had  departed  to  clear  up  the 
mystery. 

Other  matters,  too,  were  occupying  much 
of  Mr.  Brassingham's  time  and  attention. 
He  had  noticed  the  arrival  of  the  Veiled 
Prophet  of  Khorassan  and  the  Execu- 
tioner, and  had  been  told  they  were  friends 
of  Vereker's,  from  town.  As  there  were 
several   other  men  in  the  room  who    were 
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also  friends  of  his  son-in-law,  and  who  were 
at  the  same  time  unknown  to  him,  the  report 
taken  by  itself  would  not  have  riveted  his 
special  attention ;  but  though  the  eyes  and 
ujDper  part  of  the  Executioner's  face  were 
hidden  by  the  black  mask,  still  the  throat 
and  chin  were  bare,  and  the  contour  of  the 
face,  with  its  clean-shaven  cheeks  and  heavy 
brown  moustache,  bore  a  wonderfully  close 
resemblance  to  his  own  son  Charles's.  The 
figure  of  the  man,  too,  was  that  of  Charles 
Brassingham,  and  the  father  remembered 
how  but  a  few  days  ago  Freeman  had  told 
him  that  Charles  was  living  almost  at  his 
gates,  and  had  interceded  for  his  reconcilia- 
tion with  Mr.  Brassingham  before  Anne's 
marriage  should  have  taken  place. 

The  more  Mr.  Brassingham  contemplated 
the  physique  of  the  young  man  in  question, 
the  more  certain  did  he  become  that  his  son 
had  actually  dared  to  ado2)t  this  disguise,  in 
order  that  he  might  appear,  uninvited,  at  the 
fancy  ball. 

Yet  to  make  a  mistake,  and  cause  a  scene 
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in  his  own  drawing-room,  by  accusing  one  of 
Vereker's  friends  of  being  his  own  son,  would 
throw  so  iimcli  ridicule  upon  himself,  and  so 
compromise  his  dignity,  that  Mr.  Brassing- 
ham,  thougli  boiling  over  with  rage  at  the 
mere  possibility  of  being  so  bearded  in  his 
own  house  by  his  son,  managed  to  control 
himself  until  he  could  make  assurance 
doubly  sure. 

If  the  man  were  Charles  Brassingham,  the 
object  of  his  disguise  must  be  to  secure  an 
interview  with  Violet;  yet,  closely  as  he 
watched  the  latter,  he  failed  to  detect  any 
signs  of  her  being  even  acquainted  with 
him  ;  and  certainly  no  signs  passed  between 
them,  or  other  means  of  communication. 

Puzzled  and  m3^stified,  and  already  out  of 
temper  because  the  famous  diamonds  had 
not  been  worn  on  this  great  occasion,  Mr. 
Brassingham  took  up  his  position  closo  to 
the  Executioner,  intending  to  draw  him  into 
conversation  at  an  early  opportunity.  The 
young  man,  however,  liimsclf  took  the 
initiative.     He  expatiated  on  the  beauty  of 
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the  scene  and  the  costliness  of  the  dresses, 
and,  in  a  voice  which  could  not  be  mistaken 
for  Charles  Brassingham's,  complimented 
Mr.  Brassingham  upon  the  perfection  of  all 
his  arrangements.  Mr.  Brassingham  owned 
himself  check-mated.  He  felt  the  voice  at 
any  rate  could  not  be  disguised.  After  all, 
it  must  be  but  a  chance  resemblance.  So 
many  young  men  nowadays  adopted  the 
style,  which  was  once  the  distinguishing 
mark  of  a  cavalry  officer,  of  wearing  only  a 
moustache  I  Yet  the  young  fellow  and 
Charlie  seemed  to  him  as  though  they  were 
cast  in  the  same  mould. 

He  longed  to  ask  his  guest  his  nauie ;  but 
in  the  externals  of  courtesy  Mr.  Brassing 
ham  was  punctiliously  polite.  He  felt  that 
to  question  him  would  look  as  though  he 
was  surprised  at  his  j)i'esence  there.  So  at 
length  he  went  away  no  wiser  than  when  he 
came. 

The  guests  were  ra^^idly  departing.  Car- 
riage after  carriage  drove  up,  received  its 
load,    and    disapjDeared   into    the    darkness. 
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Mr.  Nathaniel  Vereker  and  his  sisters, 
unaccustomed  to  such  late  hours,  had  craved 
permission  to  retire.  The  Veiled  Prophet 
and  his  companion  had  donned  their  ulster 
coats,  and  were  gone  out  into  the  carriage- 
drive  to  find  their  dog-cart  for  themselves. 

'^Nothing  could  have  passed  off  better, 
George,"  said  Charles  Brassingham,  as  they 
drove  down  the  avenue  of  limes.  ^^My 
father  has  not  the  remotest  suspicion  of  my 
disguise,  and  I  have  set  everything  straight 
with  Violet." 

^'  I  really  think  Mr.  Brassingham  had  some 
suspicion  of  me,  however,"  said  George. 
^^  He  was  watching  me  throughout  the  even- 
ing, and  it  was  not  till  I  deliberately  entered 
into  conversation  with  him  that  his  suspi- 
cions were  removed.  Have  you  got  your 
cigars,  Charlie  ?  I  feel  in  the  mood  for  a 
weed." 

Charlie  fumbled  in  the  pocket  of  his 
ulster.  ^^  I  am  sure  I  ^Vii  my  cigar-case  in 
my  pocket,"  he  said ;  ^^  I  knew  we  should 
want  a  whifF  on  the  way  home.     Why,  good 
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Heavens  !  George,  what  is  this  ?  I  have  got 
on  some  one  else's  coat,  and  I  have  left  my 
own  in  the  hall,  with  my  monogrammed 
cigar-case  in  it !  " 

^'  Oh,  well,  it  can't  be  helped;  send  over 
Cavey  for  it  in  the  morning." 

^^But,  by  Jove!  it  must  be  helped.  If 
my  father  finds  I  have  been  in  the  house 
in  disguise  before  I  am  with  Violet  to  hel^) 
her  bear  the  brunt  of  his  passion,  he  will 
frighten  her  out  of  her  wits,  and  perhajDS 
turn  her  out  of  doors  in  the  middle  of  the 
night." 

^'  Nonsense,  Charlie,  your  father  is  a  gentle- 
man. He  will  do  Miss  Champneys  no  harm ; 
and,  if  we  were  to  go  back  now,  the  house 
would  be  shut  up,  and  the  inhabitants  in 
bed.     Why,  here  we  are  on  the  common." 

'^  Never  mind,  we  must  go  back,  George. 
They  will  not  have  gone  to  bed,  for  they 
were  preparing  to  go  in  for  a  second  supper 
when  we  came  away.  I  have  left  several 
things  in  my  coat-pocket,  and  I  will  not  run 
the  risk  of  their  being  discovered." 
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''  Better  tliey  than  we,"  muttered  George  ; 
but,  as  usual,  he  gave  way  to  Charlie's  impe- 
tuosity; and,  against  his  better  judgment, 
turned  the  horse's  head  and  drove  back  to 
the  house. 

*  *  *  * 

No  sooner  had  the  last  carriage  departed 
than  Mr.  Brassingham  turned  to  Violet  for 
an  explanation  about  the  diamonds. 

They  were  etanding,  with  most  of  the  rest 
who  were  staying  in  the  house,  in  the  central 
hall.  Violet,  j)ale,  and  weary  with  ail  the 
fierce  excitement  and  fatigue  of  the  day, 
was  white  as  the  Peri's  dress  she  wore.  She 
knew  not  how  to  break  the  truth  to  him. 
She  could  not  tell  him.  Perhaps  it  might  be 
easier  to-moiTow,  but  to-night,  before  all  his 
guests,  it  was  impossible. 

^'I  will  tell  you  to-morrow,"  she  gasped, 
rather  than  said.  ''  Indeed  I  am  too  tired 
to  go  into  the  matter  to-night." 

^'  Go  into  the  matter  !  "  he  repeated,  very 
slowly.  ^^  What  do  you  mean,  Violet  ?  You 
have  not  parted  with  the  diamonds  ?     I  in- 
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sist  on  knowing  instantly  why  you  hare  not 
worn  them." 

There  was  nothing  for  it,  then,  but  to  show 
him  Anne's  note  !  She  saw  no  loojDholo  of 
escape.  She  took  the  note  from  the  pocket 
of  her  dress  and  handed  it  to  him. 

Every  one  by  this  time  felt,  in  the  very 
air,  that  there  was  something  strangely  amiss. 

They  had  crowded  round  Violet  and  Mr. 
Brassingham.  Eomeo  and  Juliet,  the  Gipsy 
and  the  Black  Prince,  Hvmen  and  Eed 
Riding  Hood,  Pharaoh's  Daughter  and  the 
Earl  of  Leicester,  Anne  of  Austria  and 
Robin  Hood,  Meg  Merrilies  and  the  Dancing 
Dervish,  Mr.  Pickwick  and  the  Widow 
Twankay,  all  had  gathered  round  the  Peri 
to  hear  the  story  of  the  diamonds. 

Mr.  Brassingham  read  the  note  and 
laughed  ;  read  it  again,  this  time  aloud,  and 
laughed  again ;  but  the  laugh  was  not 
pleasant  to  hear,  it  was  not  the  laugh  of 
mirth. 

''  Why,  the  knave  who  wrote  this  has  not 
even    attempted    to     copy    Amie's     hand- 
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writing !  "  he  cried.  ^^  Look  you,  May, 
Theodora,  Frank,  you  all  know  Anne's  un- 
tidy scrawl.  Think  you  she  would  have 
penned  these  dainty  lines  ?  Not  she !  The 
note  is  a  hoax !  The  diamonds  have  been 
stolen,  and  this  note  is  but  to  put  us  off  the 
scent ! " 

He  gave  the  note  into  Theodora's  hand, 
and  glared  upon  them  all. 

For  a  moment,  white  with  rage,  he  stood 
thus.  Then  a  sudden  thought  seemed  to 
strike  him. 

^^  Hold  !  "  he  said;  ^^  who  were  those 
strangers  who  came  masked  —  the  Veiled 
Propliet  and  the  Executioner  ?  *' 

No  one  spoke.  No  one  but  Violet  knew  ; 
and  she,  white  with  terror,  stood  trembling, 
as  if  she  had  been  the  guilty  thief,  and 
never  spoke  a  word. 

^^Does  no  one  know?"  he  asked  again, 
with  that  slow,  low  utterance  which  they  all 
knew  and  feared.  '^  Does  no  one  know  ? 
Call  the  servants;  we  will  see  to  this  at  once  I  " 

Tlic  servants  were    marshalled   into   the 
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central  hall.  The  waiters  had  not  yet  taken 
their  departure.  From  mouth  to  mouth  it 
flew  that  the  Brassingham  diamonds  had 
been  stolen  that  night.  William  Cavey 
heard  it  as  he  was  cleaning  a  fresh  rela}^  of 
glass ;  Mrs.  Steele  heard  it  as  she  Avas 
finishing  her  duties  in  the  ladies'  room.  One 
and  all,  they  were  dragged  forward  into  the 
hall  to  answer  the  interrogations  of  Mr. 
Brassingham. 

^^Who  of  you  all  admitted  the  person 
with  the  black  mask  and  axe  ?  "  thundered 
Mr.  Brassingham. 

^^I  did,  su',"  said  William  Cavey,  boldly 
standing  forward. 


''  Did  he  give  no  name  ?  " 


''  No,  sir,  none." 

^'  Nor  his  companion,  who  was  dressed  in 
the  Eastern  dress  and  veil  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,  none." 

'^  They  gave  no  name ;  they  came  dis- 
guised and  masked.  Tresilian,  you  know 
the  list  of  Vereker's  friends.  Who  could 
these  men  have  been  ?  " 
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*^  I  have  not  the  slightest  idea,"  said  Tre- 
^ihan,  in  reply.  ''  There  were  but  six  of 
Vere's  friends  expected.  Two  came  as 
Chinese  Mandarins,  two  as  Red  Indians,  one 
as  a  harlequin,  and  one  as  the  Wandering 
Jew.  I  spoke  to  them  all,  so  I  am  certain 
of  what  I  say." 

'^  Then  these  two  men  are  the  thieves," 
said  Mr.  Brassingham,  almost  wild  with  rage. 
'-  Follow  them  instantly.  Take  every  horse 
in  the  stable,  but  bring  back  the  robbers.  I 
saw  them  go  down  the  avenue  of  limes ;  we 
might  get  some  trace  of  them  even  yet";  and 
he  made  towards  the  open  door  as  though 
to  spring  into  the  saddle  the  instant  a  horse 
could  be  brought  round. 

There  was  no  need  for  pursuit.  The 
Executioner  stood  facing  him  on  his  own 
doorstep,  masked  as  before,  while  below,  in 
the  dog-cart,  sat  the  Veiled  Prophet, 
-quietly  holding  the  reins,  while  his  com- 
panion sought  an  exchange  of  coats. 

Quick  as  lightning  Mr.  Brassingham's 
strong  hand  had  seized  the  Executioner  by 
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the  collar,  and  had  dragged  him  into  the 
hall. 

^'  Seize  him  !  "  he  shouted,  pointing  to  the 
figure  in  the  dog-cart,  and  in  an  instant  the 
Veiled  Prophet  was  torn  out  of  the  trap, 
and  found  himself  hustled  unceremoniously 
into  the  house  he  had  but  left  a  half-hour 
before. 

His  veil  and  mask  were  torn  off  by  Mr. 
Brassingham's  own  hands,  and  there  stood 
before  him  Charles  Brassingham,  his  own 
son. 

Mr.  Brassingham  recoiled  in  amazement. 
The  idea  of  a  jewel  robbery  vanished  on 
the  instant  from  his  mind ;  but  that  his  son 
had  come  to  rob  him  of  something  more 
23riceless  still — his  future  bride — he  believed 
that  he  understood. 

''  Unhand  him,"  he  said  to  the  servants,  in 
a  voice  that  choked  with  23assion ;  ^'and 
who,  sir,  is  your  accomplice  in  this  damn- 
able intrigue  ? "  he  added,  turning  to  his 
son. 

^^  My  accomplice,   sir,"  answered  Charlie, 
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gaily,  as  lie  ranged  himself  close  alongside 
of  George,  that  their  resemblance  might  be 
the  better  seen,  ^'is  no  other  than  my  brother 
George,  your  son  by  Julia  Ferris !  " 

Mr.  Brassingham  staggered  as  if  he  liad 
been  shot.  The  lines  on  his  face  hardened 
and  deepened,  and  his  breath  came  short  and 
quick.  He  glared  upon  his  son  with  livid 
fury,  but  his  rage  was  too  great  for  speech. 

^'  How  do  you  know?"  at  last  he  gasped, 
leaning  against  one  of  the  pillars  in  the  hall 
for  support. 

*^  Ask  your  other  son,  he  can  tell  you 
better  than  either  George  or  I.  He  stands 
there  close  beside  you ;  ask  him." 

Thus  pointed  out  by  his  legitimate 
brother,  Julian  Ferrand  stepped  forward,  his 
black  mail  jangling  as  he  approached  his 
father. 

^^  I  have  but  known  of  our  relationship 
to-day,"  he  said,  ^^  or  I  should  not  have  been 
your  guest.  Believe  me,  sir,  neither  I  nor 
my  brother  George  will  cause  any  trouble  in 
your  family  that  our  absence  may  prevent. 
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I  heard  TV'hose  son  I  was  but  to-day,  since 
the  marriage  of  Miss  Brassingham  took 
place.  AYith  your  leave  I  will  return  with 
my  brother  George  to  his  own  home." 

But  Mr.  Brassingham  neither  spoke  nor 
moved.  The  fierceness  of  his  passion  could 
be  seen  in  his  quivering  limbs,  his  livid  lips, 
his  rolling  eyes.  His  sons  close  round  about 
him  deemed  him  bereft  of  speech  through 
rage.  The  terrified  girls  cowered,  clinging^ 
together  on  the  stairs ;  even  the  elder  people 
stood  breathless,  wondering  what  new  horror 
was  coming  next  to  light. 

Suddenly  in  the  deep  silence  a  low  moan 
escaped  Mr.  Brassingham's  white  lips ;  a 
convulsive  tremor  ran  through  his  frame,  the 
foam  gathered  on  his  black  beard,  and  he 
fell  heavily  forward  on  his  face. 

Before  even  his  stalwart  sons  could  lift 
him,  before  his  terrified  daughters  could 
reach  him,  one  to  whom  he  was  more  dear 
than  to  any  had  rushed  forward  with  a 
sharp  cry  of  agony,  and  had  lifted  his  hand- 
some head,  and  pillowed  it  on  her  breast. 
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To  most  of  them  she  was  but  Mrs.  Steele, 
the  milliner,  but  her  two  sons,  as  in  her 
haste  and  anguish  her  disguise  fell  from  her, 
recognized  in  her  the  deserted  Julia  Ferris, 
their  own  unhappy  mother. 

Then  followed  an  indescribable  scene  of 
confusion.  Fortunately,  Dr.  Broadmead  was 
staying  in  the  house,  and  had  sufficient  au- 
thority to  compel  his  orders  to  be  carried  out. 

Mr.  Brassingham  was  carried  by  his  three 
sons  to  his  room,  and  laid  upon  his  bed. 

^^  It  is  a  stroke,''  said  Dr.  Broadmead, 
and  he  shook  his  head.  ^^  He  will  not  die, 
but  it  would  be  almost  better  if  he  did.  My 
poor,  poor  old  friend  !  " 

Madame  Ferrand  had  stolen  behind  him, 
and  had  seized  his  hand. 

"•  Say  a  word  for  me,"  she  sobbed,  "  that 
I  may  imrse  him — I,  and  no  other.  Who  is 
so  fit  as  I  ?  Who  has  ever  loved  him  as  I  ? 
Let  me  be  with  him  to  the  end  !  " 

Julian  looked  at  Charlie.  Charlie  was 
master  now ;  and  Charlie  drew  his  new-found 
brothers  aside,  and  said — 
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^^  Surely,  let  her  stay,  and  you  too,  dear 
fellows ;  indeed,  you  must  not  go.  It  is 
our  father,  not  mine  alone,  whose  life  is 
trembling  in  the  balance.  Promise  you  will 
stay." 

And  they  stayed,  Madame  Ferrand  and 
Julian  and  George,  the  woman  with  the 
lover  of  her  youth,  the  men  with  the  father 
whom  they  had  but  found  in  the  same  hour 
as  they  seemed  likely  to  lose  him  again  for 
ever. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

MADAME   FERRAND   GAINS   HER   END. 

For,  although  Mr.  Brassingham  did  not  die, 
yet,  in  some  ways,  as  Dr.  Broadmead  had 
said,  it  would  have  seemed  better  for  him 
himself  if  that  paralytic  stroke  had  indeed 
ended  his  existence. 

Never  again  from  the  day  of  his  eldest 
daughter's  marriage  was  John  Brassingham 
to  have  the  use  of  those  splendid  limbs, 
which  had  gained  him  such  admiration  all 
life  through. 

From  the  waist  downward]  he  could 
scarcely  move.  A  helpless  cripple,  he  was 
confined   to   his   bed.      Those  bold   brown 
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eyes  had  lost  tlieir  lustre,  and  the  once 
strong  hand  lay  nerveless  on  the  cushions 
of  his  couch. 

But  in  other  ways  besides  in  health  and 
strength  changes  came  over  John  Brassing- 
ham.  The  stroke  had  been  so  severe  that 
any  less  powerful  man  must  have  succumbed 
at  once  to  such  a  fell  attack.  But  though  it 
was  a  long  time  before  even  memory  came 
back,  and  then  not  with  the  vigour  of  mind 
of  former  days,  still  his  iron  constitution  had 
borne  the  shock  of  death's  first  warning 
knock,  and  had  survived. 

Nevertheless,  he  knew  that  his  days  were 
numbered. 

He  had  not  spoken  much  when  first  his 
memory  had  returned.  He  had  even  recog- 
nized Madame  Ferrand  at  his  bedside,  and 
had  not  uttered.  Days  had  jDassed.  The 
great  dark  eyes  had  rested  on  her  wearily, 
yet  he  gave  her  word  neither  of  welcome 
nor  reproach. 

Dr.  Broadmead  had  said  no  visitors  must  be 
admitted  to  see  him  until  he  asked  for  them. 


182    LOVE  LOST,  BUT  HONOUR  WON. 

The  desire  for  company  would  come  when 
the  brain  was  strong  enough  to  know  its 
loneliness.  Ke  himself  came  twice  a  day, 
ever  to  find  the  same  weary,  patient,  hand- 
some face  of  Madame  Ferrand  waiting  to 
welcome  him  on  liis  approach. 

Ah,  how  that  face  was  changed !  Love 
shone  over  it  with  such  a  o^lorifvino:  halo  as 
made  her  wondrous  beautiful.  Handsome 
she  had  ever  been ;  but  her  beauty  had 
been  the  heaitto  de  diable  in  her  youth,  and 
now  love  and  sorrow  had  united  to  change 
its  expression  into  that  of  a  guardian  angel. 

The  shock  of  Mr.  Brassingham's  stroke 
had  been  severe  indeed  to  all  his  household. 
Fortunately  Theodora's  love  for  Cliarlie 
enabled  those  two  to  hold  together,  and 
united  they  ruled  supreme. 

That  Mr.  Brassingham's  former  mistress 
should  nurse  him  in  what  every  one  believed 
would  prove  a  fatal  illness,  shocked  even 
Theodora  at  first,  little  as  she  was  given  to 
following  the  ordinary  dicta  of  society  ;  but 
on  this  point  Charlie  was  so  obstinate  that 
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Theodora  saw  any  opposition  on  her  part 
would  but  cause  another  domestic  breach  of 
the  peace. 

In  reality  she  was  not  sorry  to  have  so 
skilled  a  nurse  ready  to  hand.  She  was  her- 
self suffering  still  from  the  shock  she  had 
experienced  in  saving  Eric  from  the  river, 
and  all  that  she  had  gone  through  since  had 
not  been  of  a  nature  to  give  her  back  healtli 
and  strength. 

Besides  Violet  had  to  be  nursed  and 
watched.  When  Mr.  Brassingham  had 
fallen  forward  in  the  hall,  Violet  had  only 
looked  on  in  a  sort  of  stupid  trance.  No 
one  noticed  her,  the  confusion  was  all  too 
great ;  but  when  Mr.  Brassingham  had  been 
carried  to  his  room,  and  such  as  could  had 
retired  for  some  rest,  Violet  had  been  found 
wandering  in  the  grounds,  her  long  auburn 
hair  unbound,  while  the  early  dews  of  the 
autumn  morning  had  soaked  her  Peri's  dress. 
Silent  and  tearless  she  had  suffered  herself  to 
bo  led  back  to  the  house ;  but  the  strain 
upon  her  nerves  and  the  chill  were  too  much 
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for  her  delicate  constitution.  Fit  after  fit  of 
violent  hysteria  succeeded  one  another.  She 
was  never  fit  to  be  left  alone,  and  though 
Theodora  was  ably  seconded  by  May,  yet  it 
could  not  but  prove  a  great  trial  to  all  within 
the  house. 

Dr.  Broadmead  had  positively  forbidden 
Theodora  to  telegraph  for  Anne.  ^^  She 
might  not  see  her  father  even  if  she  came," 
he  had  said.  '^  She  would  only  be  in  the 
way.  She  would  be  sure  to  quarrel  with 
Madame  Ferrand,  and  insist  upon  her  dis- 
missal from  the  house,  and  on  Charlie  re- 
fusing to  allow  it,  she  would  again  take  her 
departure  within  four- and- twenty  hours : 
why  disturb  her  in  the  first  days  of  her 
married  life,  when  her  presence  can  do  no 
good  ?  " 

So  Theodora  had  contented  herself  with 
writing  to  her  sister,  telling  her  their  father 
had  had  a  sort  of  stroke  ;  but  that,  as  there 
was  no  immediate  danger,  it  was  not  neces- 
sary for  her  to  return  home. 

On  the  day  following  the  fancy  ball  such 
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guests  as  were  at  Brassingliam  Park  took 
their  sorrowful  and  hasty  leave. 

Both  Lady  Amory  and  Mrs.  Higgins  threw 
their  houses  open  to  such  as  could  stay  on  in 
the  neighbourhood  a  little  longer.  But  Lady 
Catherine  and  Frank  elected  to  return  at 
once  to  town  to  their  own  home,  and  the 
Yerekers,  brother  and  sisters,  pined  for  the 
seclusion  and  early  hours  to  which  they  were 
accustomed. 

Theodora  had  beg-o^ed  that  Ao^atha  mio^ht 
be  allowed  to  stay  a  little  longer  with  her  to 
help  her  in  her  numerous  household  duties ; 
the  Tempests  and  Captain  Selfe  resumed 
their  old  quarters  in  Barnes  with  Mrs.  Hig- 
gins ;  and  Tresilian  returned  to  his  own 
home. 

Though  George  went  daily  to  the  house 
of  his  uncle,  Dick  Ferris,  he  had  to  yield 
as  usual  to  Charlie's  mandate  that  he  should 
remain  for  the  present  at  Brassingham  Park. 
Theodora  made  him  thoroughly  welcome, 
and  May  was  too  much  engrossed  with  Eric 
to  have  much  time  for  making  the  acquaint- 
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ance  even  of  a  new  and  -unexpected  pair  of 
brothers. 

Aunt  Lavinia  had  always  been  a  cipher  in 
tlie  estabHshmcnt,  She  knew  the  Brassingham 
temper  too  well  to  care  to  stem  the  current 
of  any  tide  that  had  set  in  strongly  with 
the  junior  house.  She  saw  that  Julian  and 
George  had  been  given  the  position  of 
brothers  by  the  two  ruling  spirits,  Charlie  and 
Theodora,  and,  witliout  Anne  at  hand  to  back 
her  up  in  her  opinion  that  things  were  not  as 
they  should  be,  she  very  wisely  held  her  peace. 

Weeks  passed  by.  Mr.  Brassingham's 
nerve  and  memory  had  in  great  measure 
returned,  and,  though  Dr.  Broadmead  held 
out  but  little  hope  of  his  ultimate  recovery, 
still  he  considered  him  sufficiently  better  to 
be  spoken  to  about  the  new  state  of  things 
which  had  come  into  existence  in  his  own 
family. 

Mr.  Brassingham  had  not  many  friends. 
Of  those  he  had,  Dr.  Broadmead  was  the 
oldest,  and  the  one  in  whom  he  placed  most 
confidence. 


MADAME  FERRAND  GAIXS  HER  END.  187 

One  morning,  when  Dr.  Broadmead  had 
come  to  pay  his  usual  visit,  Mr.  Brassingham 
expressed  a  desire  to  speak  to  him  alone^ 
and,  at  a  sign  from  the  doctor,  Madame 
Ferrand  left  the  room. 

The  old  habit  of  going  straight  to  hi& 
point  was  second  nature  to  John  Bras- 
singham. 

No  sooner  was  the  door  shut  upon  Madame 
Ferrand  than  his  dark  eyes  glanced  sharply 
at  his  old  friend,  as  he  said, — 

'^  Broadmead,  shall  I  recover  ?" 

With  most  patients  the  doctor  would  have 
temporized,  would  have  said  recovery  was- 
in  higher  hands  than  his,  and  so  on  ;  but 
with  John  Brassingham  he  felt  this  ^^  clap- 
trap "  would  be  worse  than  useless.  He 
had  here  to  deal  with  no  nervous  valetudi- 
narian, but  with  a  man  of  a  most  fearless 
disposition,  struck  down  as  suddenly  as 
though  a  pistol-shot  had  done  the  mis- 
chief. 

Dr.  Broadmead  took  his  old  friend's  hand^ 
and  pressed  it  affectionately. 
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^^  Yoli  will  never  recover  the  use  of  your 
limbs,  Brassingham,  but  you  may  live  on 
for  years  with  care  and  tender  nursing." 

^^You  mean,"  returned  the  other,  ^Hhat 
to  all  intents  and  purposes,  so  far  as  health 
and  strength  are  concerned,  I  have  got  my 
death  warrant,  but  that  I  may  linger  on  a 
shorter  or  a  longer  time,  according  as  my 
general  strength  keeps  up  ?  " 

^^  Just  so,"  said  Dr.  Broadraead.  ^^Dear 
old  friend,  I  will  not  deceive  you.  It  is  not 
in  your  nature  to  fear  death,  or,  rather,  the 
act  of  dying  ;  but  I  should  be  no  true  friend 
to  let  you  suppose  that  henceforth  any  of 
those  bodily  joys  for  which  your  hitherto 
vigorous  frame  so  fitted  you  can  be  yours." 

'^  You  mean  I  shall  be  a  cripple  all  my 
life  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Brassingham. 

^^I  mean  even  more  than  that,  Bras- 
singham," said  the  other,  very  gravely. 
^^  Some  day  you  will  have  another  stroke, 
and  that  one  must  be  fatal.  It  may  not 
come  for  years.  Other  illness  may  inter- 
vene, or  you  may  drop  off  into  your  long 
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sleep  like  a  leaf  which  the  sap  has  left,  but 
anyhow  it  can  be  but  a  reprieve.  Dear 
friend,  it  is  best  for  you  to  look  the  end 
straight  in  the  face.  Your  days  will  be 
painless,  but  they  are  numbered." 

A  weary  look  of  disappointed  hopes  flitted 
across  Mr.  Brassingham's  worn  face.  The 
love  of  life  was  still  strong  within  him.  It 
was  hard  to  be  told  that  he  must  die.  The 
dark-brown  eyes,  now  cavernous  and  lustre- 
less, turned  with  a  pathetic  melancholy  on 
his  friend,  as  he  said  slowly, — 

"  Then  there  is  no  hope  for  me  ?  " 

The  kindly  doctor's  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

He  had  expected  a  brave  calm,  but  not  this 
mournful  resignation.  His  own  life  h ad- 
been  one  of  hard  toil  and  much  sorrow. 
Wife  and  children  had  already  preceded  him 
to  the  grave,  and  he  thought  that  when  his 
time  came  it  would  be  rather  with  joy  than 
pain  that  he  should  welcome  the  sabbath  of 
a  well-spent  life. 

'^  It  would  be  false  in  me  to  hold  out  any 
hope  of  health,''  he  said;   ^^  nursed  as  you 
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■are  now,  with  a  care  and  devotion  such  as  I 
have  seldom  witnessed,  your  life  may  be 
prolonged  for  3^ears." 

A  bright  flush  spread  over  Mr.  Brassing- 
ham's  wasted  cheeks. 

^^  But  I  cannot  be  nursed  as  I  am  now," 
he  said :  then  he  stopped  and  glanced  at 
his  friend,  wondering  how  much  he  knew. 

Dr.  Broadmead  saw  his  opportunity,  and 
was  not  slow  to  avail  himself  of  it. 

^^  And  why  not  ?  "  he  said.  ''  Dear  Bras- 
singham,  I  know  all  the  story.  T  have  heard 
it  from  all  your  sons,  whose  devotion  to 
one  another  is  a  happy  sight  to  see.  They 
are  noble  fellows,  Brassingham.  Why  not 
«do  your  best  in  these  last  days  of  suffering 
-to  repair  that  past  which  cannot  be  recalled  ? 
Julian  you  already  know  and  love,  and 
George  is  the  very  counterpart  of 
Charles." 

Mr.  Brassingham  was  silent,  but  he  did 
"not  seem  annoyed. 

Dr.  Broadmead  took  courage  from  his 
silence,  and  went  on, — 
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^^  It  is  not  to  every  man,"  he  said,  ^Hhat 
it  is  given  thus  to  be  able  to  repair  a  wrong. 
This  woman  has  loved  you  persistently, 
devotedly,  all  her  life  long.  Through  neg- 
lect and  desertion,  through  exile  and  lone- 
liness, her  heart  has  been  yours,  and  yours 
only.  What  fault  can  be  found  with  her 
but  that  she  loved  vou  too  well  ?  What 
reproacli  can  attach  to  her  but  that  which 
she  has  borne  for  your  sake  through  five- 
and-twenty  years  of  heartbreak  and  desola- 
tion ?  Will  you  send  her  from  you  now  to 
eat  out  her  heart  alone,  with  the  sense  of 
shame  still  clinging  to  her,  to  eke  out  her 
desolate  life  apart  from  the  love  and  honour 
it  is  in  your  power  to  give  ?  You  cannot  do 
it,  Brassingham.  I  feel  sure  you  will  not 
do  it.  With  such  a  load  upon  your  soul,  you 
will  not  rush  into  the  presence  of  your 
God  !  " 

Mr.  Brassingham  was  visibly  moved.  He 
had  not  forgotten  Violet,  but  he  knew  by 
Charlie's  return,  quite  as  much  as  by  his 
own  paralyzed  condition,  that  she  was,  and 
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must  be,  nothing  to  him  henceforth  for 
ever. 

It  was  not  now  for  the  first  time  that  the 
thoughts  Dr.  Broadmead  had  put  into  words 
had  troubled  his  conscience  and  his  heart ; 
indeed,  so  often  had  he  pondered  over  the 
wrecked  life  of  the  woman  who  had  nursed 
him  so  lovingly  all  these  weeks,  that  the 
suggestions  he  now  heard  from  his  friend's 
lips  were  but  the  expression  of  what  he  had 
almost  made  up  his  mind  to  do. 

''  Leave  me  now,  Broadmead,"  he  said, 
presently;  ^^  I  will  think  over  what  you  have 
said." 

Then  the  worthy  doctor  left  him.  Hap- 
pening to  return  for  something  he  had  left 
behind,  he  entered  the  room  again  unheard 
and  unseen.  What  he  heard  and  saw  moved 
him  beyond  words,  and  he  descended  the 
stairs  weeping  like  a  child. 

For,  as  he  looked  in,  he  saw  John  Bras- 
singham  liolding  out  his  hands  and  saying, 
*' Julia,  you  will  not  leave  me  all  alone?'' 
and  Madame  Ferrand,  with  a  cry  of  unutter- 
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able  joy,  had  flung  lierself  ujDon  her  knees, 

and  pillowed  her  head  upon  his  breast. 
*  *  *  * 

It  so  happened  that  the  Verekers,  intend- 
ing to  make  but  a  short  stay  at  the  seat  of 
Lord  Vassalis,  had  sent  their  heavy  luggage 
to  Vere's  rooms  in  town,  with  the  intention 
of  taking  it  ujd  on  their  way  through  to  the 
Continent. 

But  though  Theodora's  letters  had  not 
made  it  imperative  on  Anne  to  return  to 
Brassingham  Park,  yet  Mrs.  Yereker  felt 
that  it  would  be  absolutely  indecent  of  her 
to  start  for  Continental  travel  while  her 
father  remained  in  so  precarious  a  condition. 
Consequently  the  trip  abroad  was  postponed 
from  week  to  week,  and  while  Anne  and  her 
husband  were  vegetating  in  the  depths  of 
the  country,  the  heavy  luggage  remained 
untouched  in  Vere's  old  bachelor  apartments. 
Day  after  day,  too,  had  Theodora  avoided 
telling  Anne  the  truth  about  Julian  Fer- 
rand's  parentage,  or  their  new-found  con- 
nexion with   Madame  Ferrand  and  George. 
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Several  times  had  she  sat  clown,  determined 
to  recomit  the  whole  story;  several  times  liad 
she  entreated  Charlie  to  write  to  Anne  him- 
self, but  she  had  not  prevailed.  The  truth 
was,  that  the  vision  of  Anne  Vereker  and 
her  husband  flying  back  to  Brassingham 
Park  to  wage  v/ar  with  Madame  Ferrand 
and  her  sons,  until  one  or  both  sets  would 
have  to  leave  the  house  for  ever,  was  too 
terrible  a  vision  for  any  of  the  Brassing- 
hams  to  contemplate. 

Theodora  shrank  from  the  consequences ; 
so  did  Charlie.  Consequently  no  one  wrote 
on  the  subject  to  Anne  at  all.  But  when, 
some  three  weeks  after  Anne's  wedding-day, 
Julian  came  to  Charlie,  and  told  him  that 
Mr.  Brassingham  really  intended  to  make 
Madame  Ferrand  his  wife,  every  one  felt 
that,  come  what  Avould,  Anne  could  no  longer 
be  kept  in  ignorance  of  the  truth. 

But  who  was  to  bell  the  cat  ?  At .  last 
Dr.  Broadmead  volunteered  to  write  the 
letter,  though  he  himself  heartily  wished 
that  Mr.  Brassingham  were  j)rivately  mar- 
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ried  to  Madame  Ferrand  before  it  became 
possible  for  Anne  to  reach  home. 

^^  My  dear  Charlie,"  he  had  said  to  the 
young*  heir,  '^  I  have  a  great  respect  for 
Mrs.  Vere  Yereker's  persistency  of  character, 
but  I  tell  you  plainly  that,  if  she  practises 
it  upon  your  father  while  he  is  in  his  present 
state  of  health,  she  will  effectually  stop '  his 
marriage  with  Madame  Ferrand,  by  sending 
him  straight  into  his  grave.  Do  you  or  do 
you  not  msh  your  father  to  contract  this 
marriao^e  ?  " 

'^  Most  certainly  I  do,"  said  the  young 
man ;  '^  my  brothers'  hearts  are  set  upon  it 
beyond  everything  in  the  v>^orld  ;  my  sisters 
do  not  quite  like  it — it  cannot  be  expected 
that  they  should.  But  May  will  be  married 
to  Eric  before  Christmas,  and  though  Theo- 
dora would  gladly  become  my  father's  nurse, 
I  look  upon  the  present  situation  as  quite 
providential,  in  preventing  Theodora  from 
giving  up  her  youth  to  a  constant  and  most 
trying  attendance  upon  him." 

^'In  that  case,  my  dear   fellow,  take  my 
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advice  and  let  your  father  be  married  by- 
special  licence  before  Mrs.  Vereker  returns. 
She  -will  oppose  this  marriage  by  every 
means  in  her  power,  and  her  opposition  may 
cost  so  violent  a  man  as  your  father  the  risk 
of  another  stroke.  When  he  has  that  he 
dies.  I  am  sorry  to  seem  to  advise  anything 
underhand,  but  your  father  is  my  patient, 
your  sister  is  not.  Under  the  care  of  the 
noble  woman  whom  he  now  wishes  to  marry 
he  may  live  on  for  years.  One  stormy 
interview  with  Mrs.  Vereker  will  kill  him." 

^'  For  my  brothers'  sakes,  as  well  as  liis, 
I  will  take  the  responsibility  upon  myself," 
said  Charlie,  and  straightway  he  went  to 
his  father,  and  made  every  arrangement  for 
his  marriage. 

A  week  later,  in  the  presence  of  his  three 
sons,  Charles,  Julian,  and  George,  and  his 
old  friend  Dr.  Broadmead,  John  Bras- 
singham  was  married  by  special  licence  in 
his  own  apartment  to  Julia  Ferris. 

It  had  been  judged  best  by  all  that  his 
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daughters  should  not  be  present,  especially 
as  their  absence  gave  a  reasonable  excuse  for 
dispensing  with  the  attendance  of  Violet  and 
''  aunt  Lavinia." 

In  all  things  connected  with  his  marriage 
John  Brassingham  had  acted  under  the 
joint  advice  of  his  son  Charles  and  his  old 
friend  Dr.  Broadmead.  At  their  suggestion 
he  made  a  settlement  u^Don  his  second  wife 
of  50,000/.,  and  at  Charlie's  earnest  inter- 
cession he  made  a  codicil  to  his  will,  leaving 
the  same  sum  absolutely,  on  his  death,  to 
each  of  her  two  sons,  Julian  and  George,  on 
the  condition  that  they  should  take  the  name 
of  Brassingham. 

Tlie  marriage  concluded,  a  letter  was  at 
once  dispatched  to  Anne,  telling  her  of  all 
the  strange  things  that  had  occurred,  culmi- 
nating in  the  information  that  Mr.  Bras- 
singham had  that  morning  been  married,  in 
the  presence  of  all  his  sons,  not  to  Violet 
Champneys,  but  to  Julia  Ferris.  The  letter 
went  on  to  implore  her  not  to  come  at  ]Dre- 
sent   to   the   house,  as  Dr.  Broadmead  had 
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enjoined  the  strictest  quiet  and  seclusion  on 
liis  patient,  and  any  excitement  could  not 
but  have  a  bad  effect,  even  if  it  did  not 
prove  fatal. 

To  this  letter  there  came,  by  return  of 
post,  the  following  characteristic  reply : — 

^^My  dear  Theodora, — I  found  your  long 
letter  awaiting  me  when  I  arrived  in  London 
to-dav.  That  everything  should  go  wrong 
directly  my  back  was  turned  is  no  more 
than  I  expected.  I  sincerely  congratulate 
the  Brassingham  family  upon  the  acquisition 
of  so  choice  a  step-mother.  I  had  some  time 
ago  taken  care  to  inform  myself  of  the  ante- 
cedents of  the  person  who  had  once  been  our 
father's  mistress.  She  had  the  audacity  to 
lay  claim  to  my  diamonds,  and  twice  (I 
doubt  not  at  her  instigation)  attempts  were 
made  to  steal  them  from  Brassingham  Park. 
She  was  the  sister  of  a  common  prize-fighter, 
who  eventually  married  a  publican's  widow, 
and  set  up  a  low  tavern  somewhere  between 
Brentford   and   Acton.     She   first   attracted 
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our  father's  attention  in  tights  and  spangles 
on  the  boards  o£  some  second-rate  theatre. 
Since  then  she  has  made  some  little  noise  on 
the  Continent  as  an  operatic  singer.  That 
is  all  I  know  about  her.  I  hope  you  will  all 
like  the  connexion.  She  will  be  able  to  form 
you  for  the  stage,  should  you  find  Bras- 
sino^ham  Park  too  hot  to  hold  vou :  and 
Charlie  will  be  able  to  get  lessons  in  the 
^  noble  art '  from  his  new  uncle  for  nothing. 
Do  not  let  the  idea  of  my  coming  to  see  you 
weigh  on  your  nerves.  Wild  horses  shouldn't 
drag  me.  I  have  married  into  a  proud 
family,  and  it  is  my  duty  to  ^^I'event  my 
husband  from  being  spoken  of  as  a  near 
relation  of  a  prize-fighter  and  a  ballet- 
dancer  !     We  go  abroad  at  once. 

^'  Ever  your  affectionate  sister, 

''  AxxE  Yerekee. 

^'  P.S. — Apropos  of  the  diamonds,  I  do 
not  know  how  they  came  to  be  put  into  my 
box,  which  has  been  only  just  opened  in 
Vere's  chambers.     As  they  are  here,  how- 
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ever,  I  mean  to  keep  them.  It  was  bad 
enougli  to  liave  to  give  tliem  up  to  Violet ; 
but  to  this  person — never ! " 

Theodora  handed  the  letter  to  Charlie 
when  they  were  alone. 

He  read  it  and  laughed.  ^^  Our  proud 
sister  seems  rather  riled/'  he  said.  ''  The 
letter  is  Anne  all  over." 

^^  It  is  very  strange  about  the  diamonds," 
said  Theodora,  musingly.  '^  I  am  quite  sure 
Anne  did  not  knowingly  place  them  in  her 
box ;  yet  Avhat  possible  object  could  any  one 
else  have  had  in  so  doing  ?  " 

As  slie  spoke,  Violet  Champneys  entered 
the  room. 

''  Fancy  what  has  happened,  Theodora!  " 
she  exclaimed.  ''  The  diamonds  have  been 
put  back  just  where  they  were,  blue  velvet 
case  and  all,  in  the  very  drawer  from  which 
they  were  taken  !  " 

''  Impossible  !  "  exclaimed  Charlie  and 
Theodora  in  a  breath.  '^  Here  is  a  letter 
from  Anne,  in  which  she  not  only  says  she 
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has   the    diamonds  with   her,  but   that   she 
intends  to  keejD  them." 

'^  She  must  have  repented,  and  sent  them 
back  by  some  secret  messenger,"  said  Violet. 

CharHe  shook  his  head,  ^^  Repentance  is 
not  in  Anne's  line,"  he  said,  abruptly.  ''  I 
confess  I  cannot  understand  the  mystery." 

^••Ayell,  here  the  diamonds  are,  at  any 
rate,"  said  Violet,  holding  out  and  opening 
a  case  of  dark-blue  velvet.  ''  For  fear  of 
future  accidents,  you  had  better  take  them 
to  Mr.  Brassingham  at  once,  Charlie.  I  am 
quite  afraid  to  have  them  in  my  possession." 

'^  But  he  gave  them  to  you,  Violet ;  why^ 
should  I  take  them  back  ?  " 

'''  They  say  these  diamonds  are  valued  at 
ten  thousand  pounds,  Charlie,"  said  Violet, 
gravely.  ^'Nothing  would  induce  me  to 
keep  them.  They  were  given  to  Mr.  Bras- 
singham's  future  wife,  not  to  me," — and  she 
blushed  rosy  red  as  she  said  this.  ^^  If  they 
are  anybody's,  they  are  Mrs.  Brassingham's. 
They  were  hers  before.  They  ought  to  be 
hers  again.     I  think  it  would  be  a  pretty 
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•compliment  to  her  for  you  to  take  tliem  back 

to  her  from   me.     What    need  have  we  of 

diamonds  ? "" 

^^What   need,   indeed!"  he    echoed,    as, 

kissing  her  tenderly,  he  took  the  case  from 

her  and  hurried  to  his  father's  room. 
*  -*  *  * 

That  Julian  and  Theodora  should  find 
themselves  continually  thrown  togetlier  was 
not  to  be  wondered  at.  Each  had  been  on 
intimate  terms  of  friendship  with  Agatha 
Bonchurch ;  and  the  knowledge  each  pos- 
sessed of  the  other's  sufferings,  disappoint- 
ments, and  self-denials  was  a  key  to  the 
strong  attachment  which  henceforth  subsisted 
between  them. 

Alice  Graves  came  to  stay  awhile  at  Bras- 
singham  Park.  Her  sweet  temper,  her 
gentleness,  her  calm  repose  of  manner,  won 
for  her  golden  opinions  from  all ;  but  when 
George  was  not  by  her  side,  she  attached 
herself  with  quiet  persistency  to  Violet.  Both 
orphans,  both  dependent,  both  beautiful, 
they  could  now  exchange  the  stories  of  their 
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lives,  and  enlarge  upon  their  love  without 
one  throb  of  jealousy  being  felt  by  either 
heart. 

When  Alice  Graves  came,  Agatha  Bon- 
-church  had  proposed  to  return  to  Mrs. 
Hio^Hns:  but  after  an  interview  with  that 
good  lady,  Theodora,  who  had  throughout 
guessed  pretty  near  the  truth  with  regard  to 
the  part  Loftus  Tempest  had  played  with 
two  strings  to  his  bow,  returned  with  a  beam- 
ing face  to  Agatha  to  unfold  to  her  the  plan 
she  had  iust  discussed  with  Mrs.  Hisrsrins. 

She  announced  briefly  that  Patty  Higgins 
bad  accepted  Loftus  Tempest,  and  that  in 
consequence  she  had  no  further  need  of  a 
companion. 

^^And  now,  Agatha  dear,"  Theodora 
-went  on  to  say,  ^'  there  is  no  reason  why 
you  should  not  stay  on  with  us.  It  is  my 
father's  especial  wish  that  you  should  take 
pity  on  my  loneliness.  The  day  is  already 
fixed  for  May's  marriage  to  Eric,  and 
Charles  and  George  mean  to  take  to 
themselves  wives  on  the  same  day.      Will 
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you  not  stay  with  me,  and  fill  a  sister's 
place?" 

Was  it  likely  that  Agatha  Bonchurch 
would  say  no  ?  Joyfully,  gratefully,  she 
accepted  Theodora's  offer,  and  continued  to 
bring  sunshine  and  cheeriness  upon  all  with 
whom  her  lot  was  thrown. 

The  Higginses  and  Tempests  all  removed 
for  the  Avinter  to  Paris. 

Towards  the  end  of  November,  Theodora 
passed  the  ^^  agony"  column  of  the  Times 
across  the  breakfast-table  to  Agatha  Bon- 
church, who,  glancing  down  it,  read  among 
the  marriages  as  follows  : — 

^^  On  the  25th  November,  at  the  British 
Embassy,  Paris,  Loftus,  the  son  of  the  late 
Major-General  Loftus  Tempest,  to  Martha 
(Patty),  only  child  of  the  late  Timothy 
Higgins,  Esq.,  M.D.,  of  Barnes  Common, 
Surrey. 

^^  And  at  the  same  time  and  place,  Philip 
Selfe,  Esq.,  late  Captain  Dragoon  Guards, 
to  Honoria  Millicent,  widow  of  the  late 
Major-General  Loftus  Tempest,  and  daughter 
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of  the  late  Lieutenant -Colonel  Sir  St.  John 
Andrews,  K.C.B.,  of  Kilbriggan,  county 
Limerick." 

Agatha  passed  it  on  round  the  table. 

'^I  have  just  had  a  letter  from  Selfe," 
said  Julian,  looking  up,  on  hearing  the 
general  topic  of  conversation.  ^^  It  is  dated 
November  24th,  the  day  before  he  was 
married." 

^^  Had  you  any  idea  of  his  intending 
io  marry  Mrs.  Tempest  ? "  asked  May. 
''  Surely  he  must  be  mucli  younger  than  she." 

^^  He  told  me  when  he  was  here,"  an- 
swered Julian,  ^^  that  he  was  only  waiting 
for  some  old  aunt  of  his  to  die,  to  propose 
to  Mrs.  Tempest.  I  saw  the  death  of  a  Miss 
Selfe,  aged  90,  in  the  Times,  nearly  a  month 
ago,  so  I  suppose  he  has  come  in  to  some- 
thing from  that  quarter.  As  to  age,  Mrs. 
Tempest  is  not  fifty  yet,  and  Selfe,  though 
he  wears  well,  is  not  a  day  less  than  forty- 
five." 

''  He  does  not  look  that  by  ten  years,"  said 
Theodora. 
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^^  Well,  for  the  matter  of  that,  neither  did 
Mrs.  Temj)est  look  anything  like  her  age," 
added  May,  ^^yet  Matilda  was  over  twenty- 
eight,  and  I  have  heard  Mrs.  Tempest  was 
no  chicken  herself  when  she  married  the 
major-general." 

^^  Captain  Sclfe  has  such  a  youthful 
figure,"  said  Theodora,  ^^  that  till  one  sees 
how  grey  his  hair  is  one  never  supposes  he- 
is  anything  but  a  young  man." 

^^If  a  man  is  well  groomed,  shaves  his 
beard,  wears  a  heavy  moustache,  and 
keeps  slight  in  the  waist,  he  may  look  thirty- 
five  all  his  life,"  said  Julian,  laughing.  ^'  A  a 
to  Selfe  and  Mrs.  Tempest,  however,  1  do 
not  mind  letting  you  into  a  secret.  Selfe 
appears  to  have  been  a  very  precocious  boy, 
for  he  fell  in  love  with  Mrs.  Tempest,  even 
before  her  first  marriage,  when  she  was 
Milly  Andrews,  and  her  father  was  quartered 
at  Portsmouth.  Her  father  very  naturally 
laughed  at  him,  married  his  daughter  to  the 
old  major-general,  who  took  his  bride  to 
India,  and  young  Selfe  was  left  lamenting.  I 


]MADAME  FERRAND  GAINS  HER  END.  207 

fancy,  from  what  he  told  me,  he  has  liad  a 
wild  life,  never  cared  much  for  any  one  else, 
and  when  he  met  her  again  on  the  Con- 
tinent as  a  widow,  settled  to  his  old  harness, 
as  if  the  intervening  score  of  years  had  been 
but  a  summer's  day." 

''  Then  why  on  earth  did  he  not  marry 
her  at  once  ?"  said  May.  ^^It  is  quite  six 
years  or  more  since  the  general  died." 

'^  Selfe  was  at  that  time  an  adventurer  and 
a  pauper,"  said  Julian.  ''  He  was  knocking 
about  at  Homburg,  Baden,  and  such  places, 
keeping  up  a  seedy  gentility  on  nothing  a 
year  but  what  he  could  make  at  cards  and 
billiards,  and  hard  up  at  times  for  the  price 
of  a  brandy  and  soda  or  a  cigar.  Mrs. 
Tempest  took  him  in  and  nursed  him  when  he 
was  at  his  last  gasp  from  destitution  and 
hard  living.  People  talked,  of  com^se,  but 
Mrs.  Temj^est's  reputation  was  above  sus- 
picion, and  at  last  people  began  to  accept 
the  fact  that  he  was  the  poor  relation  of  a 
more  or  less  vagabond  family,  and  that  he 
helped  them  generally  by  his  sharpness  and 
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knowledge  of  the  world.  For  my  j^^^^j  ^ 
think  their  marriage  is  an  excellent  arrange- 
ment, and  much  more  likely  to  turn  out  hap- 
pily than  the  Tempest  and  Higgins  match. 
If  I  am  not  very  much  mistaken,  that  young 
Loftus  will  turn  out  a  handful  rather 
difficult  of  management !  " 

'^  Ah,  well,  let  us  hope  for  the  best,"  said 
Theodora.  '^  He  is  young,  and  does  not  lack 
Ibrains ;  perhaps  matrimony  will  steady  him." 

^^  If  matrimony  does  not,  I  should  think 
he  would  find  ample  ballast  in  his  mother-in- 
law,"  said  Julian.  '^  They  will  not  have  an 
easy  time  of  it  if  they  let  her  interfere  in 
their  domestic  arrangements,  but  liere  is  a 
postscript  to  Selfe's  letter  which  will  surprise 
3^ou  all.  He  says,  '  The  Vere  Verekers  are 
in  Paris.  We  saw  them  at  the  opera.  Mrs. 
Vere  was  resplendent  in  the  Brassingham 
diamonds.  They  are,  indeed,  magnificent. 
We  were  all  amused  to  find  that,  after  all  the 
fuss  about  them,  they  had  found  their  way 
into  her  possession.'  Now,  what  do  you  all 
think  of  that  ?  " 
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^'  There  is  but  one  solution  to  the 
myster}^,"  said  Theodora.  ^^  There  must 
have  been  a  real  and  a  false  set.  The  ques- 
tion is,  who  has  the  real  diamonds  and  who 
the  false  ?  " 

''  If  you  please,  miss,  could  I  speak  to 
you  a  moment?"  said  one  of  the  maids  to 
Theodora.  The  girl  had  been  waiting  at 
table,  and  had  overheard  the  conversa- 
tion. 

^^  Certainly,"  said  Theodora,  rising,  while 
all  eyes  were  turned  ujDon  the  maid- 
servant. 

^^If  you  please,  miss,"  said  the  girl,  as 
soon  as  she  and  Theodora  were  alone,  ^'I 
think  I  ought  to  speak  out  what  I  know 
about  them  diamonds.  Miss  Anne,  she  says 
to  me,  while  I  was  dressing  of  her  for  her 
wedding,  '  Mary,'  she  says,  ^  how  mucli 
better  I  should  have  looked  if  I  had  worn 
my  mother's  diamonds  !  but,'  she  says,  ^  you 
mark  my  words,  Mary,  I  '11  have  them  dia- 
monds yet.'  In  course,  miss,  I  thought  as 
how  Miss  Anne  was  only  joking  like,   but 

VOL.  III.  p 
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when  I  knowecl  as  how  them  diamonds  was 
lost,  I  remembered  seeing  a  blue  velvet  case 
in  her  largest  box,  just  afore  she  was  going 
away,  and  says  I  to  Mrs.  Steele,  ^  Why, 
them  's  the  diamonds  ! '  and  Mrs.  Steele,  she 
says,  ^  Never  you  interfere.  What 's  packed 
is  packed,  and  is  no  one's  business  but  Mrs. 
Vereker's  I '  I  thought,  miss,  as  how  I 
had  best  tell  you  this,  for  my  mind 
has  never  been  quite  easy  like  about  them 
diamonds." 

*^You  were  quite  right,"  said  Theodora, 
gravely ;  ^'  but  now  that  you  have  told 
me,  leave  me  to  inquire  into  the  matter. 
Say  nothing  whatever  to  your  fellow- 
servants." 

''  The  question  is,"  said  Theodora,  after 
she  had  recounted  this  story  to  those  assem- 
bled round  the  breakfast-table,  ^^  how  could 
the  duplicate  set  have  found  its  way  into  this 
house  ?  "  Then  her  eyes  met  Julian's,  and 
the  same  certainty  flashed  upon  their  minds 
at  once. 

She  affected  to  be  in  a  hurry  to  see  to  her 
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household  duties,  and  Julian,  rising,  followed 
her  out  of  the  room. 

^^  You  must  go  to  your  mother,"  she  said, 
when  they  were  alone,  "  and  get  her  to  tell 
you  the  truth.  Xo  one  iDut  you  and  I  need 
ever  know.  There  is  no  doubt  but  that  she 
placed  the  false  set  in  Anne's  box,  and,  when 
she  married  our  father,  returned  the  real 
ones  to  Violet's  possession." 

Julian  flushed  crimson.  He  felt  sure  that 
Theodora's  opinion  was  a  right  one ;  but, 
after  all,  were  they  not  her  own  from  the 
very  first  ? 

^^  Would  it  not  be  better,"  said  he,  '^  to 
let  the  matter  drop  entii^ely  ?  There  can  be 
little  doubt  that  my  mother  took  the  dia- 
monds and  placed  the  false  set  in  Anne's  box 
before  she  left;  but,  as  things  have  now 
turned  out,  we  can  only  be  thankful  that  tlie 
diamonds  have  been  returned.  In  the  know- 
ledge that  they  have  been  found  Mr.  Eras- 
singham  is  happy.  Let  him  remain  so. 
Anne  will  keep  her  own  counsel,  rather  than 
confess  how  she  has  been  du23ed,  and  how 
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she  has  flaunted  the  paste  jewels  before  the 
eyes  of  all  Paris,  instead  of  the  famous  real 
ones." 

^^Yes,"  said  Theodora;  thoughtfully,  ^^  I 
believe  you  are  right.  '  Let  the  dead  past 
bury  its  dead.'  But  I  shall  have  to  tell  Anne 
not  to  wear  the  sham  diamonds  in  future." 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

THEODOEA  EECOU^sTS  THE  FORTUXES  OF  THE 
BEASSIXGHAMS. 

Letter  from  Theodora  Brassingham  to  Anne 
Vereker  :— 

^^Brassingliam  Park, 

^'  Wimbledon  Common, 

^^  December  20tli. 
'^  3Iy    dear   Anxe, — The   triple   wedding 
came  off  this  morning  at  the  parish  church. 
I  sit  down  to  give  you  some  account  of  it 
while  it  is  still  so  fresh  in  my  memory. 

*^  I  think  I  never  saw  a  prettier  sight.  It 
was  very  simple,  for  on  every  account  we 
wished  to  avoid  much  publicity. 
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^^  Charlie  and  George,  accompanied  of 
course  by  Julian,  went  from  here  togetlier, 
and  met  Eric  Amory  at  the  church-door. 

''  Then  two  of  the  brides,  Violet  and  May, 
with  Agatha  Bonchurch  and  me  to  look  after 
them,  drove  to  church  in  the  large  family 
coach,  and  met  Alice  Graves,  who  was 
accompanied  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ferris,  in  the 
vestry. 

^^  There  also  were  assembled  Lady  Amory, 
Lady  Catherine  Freeman,  and,  of  course, 
Frank,  who  acted  as  Eric's  best  man,  and 
aunt  Lavinia,  who  for  some  time  past  has 
been  staying  with  Lady  Amory. 

'^  Papa,  of  course,  cannot  leave  his  room. 
He  sent  the  girls  his  blessing,  but  he  was  so 
upset  that  Dr.  Broadmead  would  not  let  him 
see  them,  and  Mrs.  Brassingham  would  not 
leave  him,  even  to  see  George  married. 

''  Mr.  Monckton  performed  the  ceremony, 
as  he  did  for  you  and  Vere  (Charlie,  by  the 
way,  always  calls  him  the  domestic  hang- 
man), and  considering  that  he  is  going  to  be 
married  himself  to-morrow  to  aunt  Lavinia 
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lie  was  the  right  person  to  tie  every  one  else 
up  first. 

'^  Xav  was  married  first.  Charlie  srave 
her  away.  Then  the  two  brothers  were 
married,  as  nearly  as  possible  together, 
though  I  believe  Mr.  Monckton  listened  to 
Charlie's  vows  first.  Mr.  Ferris,  of  course, 
gave  Alice  to  George.  It  had  been  a  great 
question  who  could  be  found  to  give  Violet 
to  Charlie,  but  Julian  was  so  determined  to 
do  it  himself  that  at  last  he  prevailed.  The 
noble  fellow  never  showed  in  the  slightest 
degree  all  he  must  have  felt.  '  He  had  been 
the  means  of  bringing  them  together,'  he 
said,  '  and  why  should  he  shrink  from  his 
sliare  in  tying  the  marriage  knot  ?  ' 

'^  The  three  brides  were  dressed  precisely 
alike,  in  plain  white  silks  and  white  bonnets, 
instead  of  veils,  trimmed  with  myrtle  and 
orange-blossom.  They  all  looked  lovely, 
and  were  such  contrasts  to  one  another,  for 
Alice  is  a  very  large  fair  woman,  with  fair 
hair  and  hazel  eyes,  and  a  manner  of  intense 
repose. 
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'^  Still  there  is  always  a  halo  about  brides, 
and  though  they  were  a  very  handsome  trio, 
the  appearance  of  the  bridegrooms  created 
for  once  the  greater  sensation  in  the  church. 
George  is  Charlie  over  again,  only  a  shade 
darker,  and  with  our  father's  eyes,  instead 
of  Charlie's  bright  blue,  and  Eric  looked 
radiantly  happy  and  handsome,  his  bright 
colouring  making  a  good  foil  to  the  bronzed 
complexions  of  the  other  two. 

^^I  was  afraid  for  Frank  and  Agatha,  for  you 
must  know  that  he  proposed  to  her  at  the 
fancy  ball,  and  she  could  not  bring  herself  to 
accej)t  him,  in  consequence  of  his  religious 
opinions,  though  1  do  not  believe  she  will 
ever  really  care  for  any  one  else ;  however, 
they  met  just  like  old  friends,  and  whatever 
they  felt,  they  managed  to  conceal  it 
admirably. 

'^  Of  course  Lady  Amory  made  a  scene, 
and  delayed  us  all,  while  the  scent-bottles 
and  fans  of  the  whole  party  were  brought 
into  requisition,  and  Violet  cried  a  little, 
but  only  very  quietly  and  becomingly. 
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^^  In  short,  everything  went  off  very  satis- 
factorily. They  all  came  back  here  to  break- 
fast, and  I  can  assure  yon,  whatever  Mr. 
Ferris  may  have  been  in  days  gone  by,  he  is 
a  grand-looking  and  very  kind  old  gentleman 
now.  He  is  thoroughly  modest  and  unob- 
trusive. Julian  reminds  me  of  him,  but 
Julian  is  much  handsomer,  and  more 
refined. 

''  Mrs.  Ferris  may  be  ^^dgar,  but  she  did 
not  show  it ;  in  fact,  she  seemed  too 
frightened  to  open  her  lijDS,  though  I  am 
sure  every  one  tried  to  avoid  letting  her  see 
that  they  knew  the  manoeuvres  she  had  been 
up  to  to  catch  Charlie.  Papa  has  bought 
George  a  farm  about  twenty  miles  from  here, 
and  Mr.  Ferris  has  stocked  it  for  him.  He  is 
so  devoted  to  horses  and  a  country  life  that 
this  was  thought  the  best  thing  that  could  be 
done  for  him. 

^'Eric  and  May  have  gone  to  Nice. 
Perhaps  you  may  meet  them  in  theii* 
wanderings. 

'^  Charlie  and  Violet  have  gone  to  Paris, 
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and  talk  of  Florence  and  Kome  afterwards, 
but  their  plans  are  not  settled. 

^^  Julian  went  up  to  town  this  afternoon 
with  Lady  Catherine  and  Frank.  I  believe 
Lady  Amory  is  to  go  to  Lady  Catherine, 
while  Frank  and  Julian  take  a  trip  to  the 
Eiviera  together. 

^^So,  literally,  my  dear  Anne,  all  the 
world  and  his  wife  have  gone  to  the  Conti- 
nent, and  I  am  left  in  this  big  house 
alone  of  all  our  large  family ;  and  yet 
not  quite  alone,  for  Agatha  Bonchurch 
is  to  stay  with  me  through  the  winter, 
and  if  the  arrangement  suits  both  of  us, 
she  has  promised  to  make  Brassingham 
her  home  for  at  least  some  time  to 
come. 

''  Dr.  Broadmead  says  papa  is  wonderfully 
better  in  general  health,  and  indeed,  Anne,  I 
never  saw  or  heard  of  such  devotion  as  Mrs. 
Brassingham  shows  to  him.  She  nurses  him 
day  and  night,  reads  to  him,  plays  to  him, 
«ings  to  him.  Her  voice  is  still  magnificent, 
and  papa  seems  never  to  tire  of  listening  to 
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her,  or  of  her  sprightly  wit  and  amusing 
stories  of  the  stage. 

^^  She  and  papa  live  entirely  to  themselves  in 
one  wing  of  the  house.  Indeed,  she  never 
leaves  him,  and  Dr.  Broadmead  says  under 
such  careful  nursing  he  may  yet  live  for  years. 

^^And  he  is  so  changed,  so  cheerful,  so 
interested  in  everything  concerning  others. 
There  are  no  quarrels  now,  no  sudden  bursts 
of  passion.  Mrs.  Brassingham  knows  how 
to  manage  him,  and  really  makes  him  a  most 
admirable  and  devoted  wife. 

^'  Did  I  tell  you  that  by  papa's  wish  both 
Julian  and  George  have  taken  the  name  of 
Brassingham  ?  The  matter  is  all  arranged 
legally,  and  George  was  married  to  Alice 
Graves  under  the  name  of  Brassingham. 

'^  I  am  sorry  to  have  to  communicate  news 
which  I  know  you  will  not  like  in  a  letter 
intended  to  be  a  cheerful  one,  but  as  you 
may  meet  Charlie  and  Violet  or  some  of  the 
others  abroad,  I  think  it  best  to  tell  you  at 
once  that  the  diamonds  accidentally  placed 
in  your  box  are  only  a  duplicate  loaste  set  of 
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the  real  Brassingliam  diamonds.  The  latter 
are  still  in  papa's  possession,  Violet  having 
returned  them  to  him  as  soon  as  they  were 
found.  The  subject  is,  however,  never 
mentioned  here,  as  it  is  the  one  thing  that 
excites  papa  ;  so  the  diamonds  have  been 
returned  by  Dr.  Broadmead  to  papa's  bankers', 
who  will  keep  them,  I  presume,  during  his  life. 

^^  From  what  I  can  gather  from  one  of  the 
servants,  the  paste  diamonds  belonged  to 
one  William  Cavey,  who  had  had  them  made 
years  ago,  when  there  was  so  much  fuss 
about  the  real  jewels,  for  the  present  Mrs. 
John  Brassingliam  to  wear  on  the  stage 
instead  of  the  others.  Cavey  was  something 
theatrical,  I  cannot  quite  say  wliat ;  how- 
ever, as  I  hear  he  has  now  gone  to  Australia, 
and  is  likely  to  do  well  there,  you  need  not 
trouble  yourself  about  returning  the  sham 
jewels.  A  ten-pound-note  will  be  more 
■useful  to  him,  and  the  paste  diamonds  will 
come  in  useful  for  theatricals. 

''Aunt  Lavinia  is  to  bo  married  from 
Lady   Amory's   house.     We    shall  walk   to 
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church,  that  is,  Agatha  and  I.  It  is  to  be 
the  quietest  affair  possible,  at  the  end  of 
morning  service.  She  will  not  even  have  a 
v^edding-dress.  She  is  to  go  up  to  the  altar 
in  her  morning  gown,  and  become  jMrs.  Silas 
Monckton,  without  any  fuss.  I  think  she  is 
very  wise. 

"  And  now,  dear,  I  think  I  have  pretty  well 
exhausted  my  stock  of  family  news.  After 
all  the  recent  excitement,  I  confess  I  feel 
the  reaction,  and  am  not  sorry  for  the  ex- 
treme quiet  of  home,  which  is  not  dull  as 
lono;  as  I  have  Ao^atha's  society. 

'^  Strange  things  have  happened  to  us 
all  since  the  first  of  August  last.  One  knows 
not  what  a  day  may  bring  forth.  My  only 
j^rayer  for  you  all  is  that  throughout  life 
you  may  all  be  blessed  and  happy. 
^'  I  am  ever,  dear  Anne, 

''Your  affectionate  sister, 

^^  Theodora." 

THE   END. 
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GAINST  HER  WILL.  By  AxxiE  L.  Walker, 
Author  of  "  A   Canadian  Heroine."     3  vols., 
31S.  6d. 

The  Spectator  says  : — "Altogether  'Against  her  Will '  is  a  clever,  whole- 
some novel,  which  we  can  recommend  \\ithout  reser\-ation." 

The  Standard  says  : — "  '  Against  her  Will '  is  a  very  powerful  novel,  and 
one  which  we  can  on  every  account  recommend  to  our  readers." 

The  Graphic  says  : — ' '  Tne  book  is  full  of  good  and  careful  work  from 
end  to  end,  and  very  much  above  the  average  level  of  meriL" 

The  Scotsman  says  : — "  'Against  her  Will '  is  a  novel  of  sterling  merit." 

ALDEX  OF  ALDEXHOLME.  By  George 
Smith.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

ALICE  GODOLPHIN  and  A  LITTLE  HEIRESS. 
By  Mary  Xeville.     In  2  vols.     213. 

ALL  ROUXD  THE  WORLD;  or,  What's  the 
Object }  By  Frank  Foster,  author  of  "  Number 
One  ;  or,  The  Way  of  the  World/'  etc.,  etc.  3  vols., 
3 IS.  6d. 

AS  THE  SHADOWS  FALL:  a  Novel.  By  J. 
Edward  :\Iuddock,  author  of  "  A  Wingless 
Angel,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

ANNALS  of  the  TWEXTY-XIXTH  CEXTURY  : 
or,  the  Autobiography  of  the  Tenth  President  of  the 
World- Repubhc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

"  Here  is  a  work  in  certain  respects  one  of  the  most  singular  in  modem 
literature,  which  surpasses  all  of  its  class  in  bold  and  luxuriant  imagination, 
in  vivid  descriptive  power,  in  stanling — not  to  say  extravagant  suggestions 
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— in  lofty  and  delicate  moral  sympathies.  It  is  difficult  to  read  it  with  a 
serious  countenance  :  yet  it  is  impossible  not  to  read  it  with  curious  interest, 
and  sometimes  witli  profound  admiration.  The  author's  imagination  hath 
run  mad,  but  often  there  is  more  in  his  philosophy  than  the  world  may 
dre^m  of.  ,  .  .  .  We  have  read  his  work  with  almost  equal  feelings  of 
pleasure,  wonderment,  and  amusement,  and  this,  we  think,  will  be  the 
feelings  of  most  of  its  readers.  On  the  whole,  it  is  a  book  of  remarkable 
novelty,  and  unquestionable  genius." — Nonconformist. 

ARE  YOU  MY  WIFE  ?  By  Grace  Ramsay,  author 
of  **  Iza's  Story,"  "■  A  Woman's  Trials,"  etc.  3  vols., 
3 IS.  6d. 


rSlARBARA'S   WARNING.      By  the  author  of 
"  Recommended  to  Mercy."     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

BARONETS  CROSS,  The.  By  Mary  Meeke, 
author  of  "  Marion's  Path  through  Shadow  to  Sun- 
shine."    2  vols.,  2 IS. 

BETWEEN  TWO  LOVES.  By  Robert  J.  Grif- 
fiths, LL.D.  3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

BITTER  to  SWEET  END.  By  E.  HOSKEN.  3  vols., 
3  IS.  6d. 

"  a  pleasant  taking  story,  full  of  interest,  and  entirely  unobjectionable." 
— Literary  Churchman. 

"  There  is  a  genuine  tone  of  humour  about  much  of  the  conversation,  and 
a  natural  bearing  about  the  heroine  which  give  very  pleasant  reading,  and  a 
good  deal  of  interest  and  amusement  to  the  book.  .  ,  ,  .  On  the  whole  we 
cannot  but  praise  '  Bitter  to  Sweet  End.'  " — Public  Opinion. 

BLUEBELL.  By  Mrs.  G.  C.  Huddleston.  3  vols., 
31S.  6d. 

"Sparkling,  well-written,  spirited,  and  may  be  read  with  certainty  of 
amusement, " — Sunday  Titncs. 

BRANDON  TOWER.     A  Story.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

"  Familiar  matter  of  to-day." 

HASTE  AS  ICE,  PURE  AS  SNOW.  By  Mrs. 
M.  C.  Destard.     3  vols.,   3  IS.  6d.     Second 
Edition. 

"  A  novel  of  something  more  than  ordinary  promise." — Graphic. 

CLAUDE  HAMBRO.     By  John  C.  Westwood. 

3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 
COUSIN   DEBORAH'S   WHIM.     A   Novel;    By 

Mary  E.  Shipley,  author  of  "  Gabrielle  Vaughan," 

etc.     3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 
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CRUEL  CONSTANCY.  By  Katharine  King, 
author  of  "  The  Queen  of  the  Regiment."  3  vols., 
3 IS.  6d. 


D 


AYS  OF  HIS  VANITY,  The.    By  Sydney 
Grundy.    3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

DESPERATE  CHARACTER,  A  :  A  Tale  of  the 
Gold  Fever.  By  W.  Thomson-Gregg.  3  vols., 
3 IS.  6d. 

' '  A  novel  which  cannot  fail  to  interest." — Daily  News. 

D'EYNCOURTS  OF  FAIRLEIGH,  The.  By 
Thomas  Rowland  Skemp.    3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

DONE  IN  THE  DARK.  By  the  author  of  ''  Re- 
commended to  Mercy."     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

Dr.  MIDDLETON'S  DAUGHTER.  By  the  author 
of ''A  Desperate  Character."     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

DULCIE.  By  LoiS  LUDLOW.  3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 


AIR,  BUT  NOT  FALSE.    By  Evelyn  Camp- 
bell.    3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

FAIR,    BUT    NOT    WISE.       By  Mrs.    FoRREST- 

GRANT.      2  vols.,  2 IS. 

FAIR   IN   THE   FEARLESS   OLD   FASHION. 

By  Charles  Farmlet.  2  vols.,  21s. 
FIRST  AND    LAST.      By    F.    Vernon-White. 

2  vols,'  2  IS. 

FOLLATON  PRIORY.     2  vols.,  21s. 

FRANK  AMOR.     By  Jajabee.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 


AUNT  ABBEY.    By  Elizabeth  J.  Lysaght, 
author  of  "  Building  upon  Sand,"  "  Nearer  and 
Dearer,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

GEORGE  HERN  :  a  Novel.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

GERALD    BOYNE.'    By  T.  W.  Fames.     3  vols., 
3 IS.  6d. 

GILMORY.    By  Phcebe  Allen.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 
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GOLD  DUST.     A  Story.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

GOLDEN  MEMOIRS.     By  Effie  Leigh.    2  vols., 

21S. 
GRANTHAM  SECRETS.  By  Phcebe  M.  Feilden. 

3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

GRAYWORTH:    a   Story   of  Country   Life.      By 
Carey  Hazelwood.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

GREED'S    LABOUR    LOST.     By  the  Author  of 
''  Recommended  to  Mercy,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

EIR    OF    REDDESMONT,  The.      3    vols., 
31s.  6d. 


HER  GOOD  NAME.  By  J.  Fortrey  Bouverie. 
3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

HER  IDOL.     By  MAXWELL  HoOD.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

HILDA  AND  I.    By  Mrs.  Hartley.    2  vols.,  21s. 

"  An  interesting,  well-written,  and  natural  story," — Public  Opinion. 

HILLESDEN  ON  THE  MOORS.  By  Rosa  Mac- 
kenzie Kettle,  Author  of  the  Mistress  of  Lang- 
dale  Hall."     2  vols.,  2  IS. 

HIS  LITTLE  COUSIN.  By  Emma  Maria  Pear- 
son, Author  of  "  One  Love  in  a  Life."  3  vols., 
3  IS.  6d. 

HIS  SECOND  WIFE.  By  Mrs.  Eiloart,  Author 
of  "  Meg,"  "  Just  a  Woman."  "  Woman's  Wrong,"  etc. 
3  vols.  3  IS.  6d. 

HOUSE  OF  CLARISFORD,  The:  a  Novel.  By 
Frederick  Woodman.    3  vols.  31s.  6d. 

N  BONDS,  BUT  FETTERLESS  :  a  Tale  of 
Old  Ulster.     By  Richard  Cunninghame. 


2  vols.,  2 IS. 

IN  SECRET  PLACES.    By  Robert  J.  Griffiths, 
LL.D.     3  vols.,  3  IS.  6d. 

IN    SPITE   OF  FORTUNE.    By  Maurice  Gay. 

3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 
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IS    IT    FOR    EVER?     By   Kate    Mainwaring. 
3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 


ABEZ  EBSLEIGH,  M.P.     By  Mrs.  EiLOART, 
Author  of  "  The  Curate's  Discipline,"  "  Meg," 
''  Kate  Randal's  Bargain,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

JESSIE  OF  BOULOGNE.     By  the  Rev.  C.  GiLL- 
MOR,  M.A.     3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 


ATE  BYRNE.     By  S.  Howard  Taylor. 

vols.,  2  IS. 


KATE  RANDAL'S  BARGAIN.  By  Mrs.  Eiloart, 
Author  of  ''  The  Curate's  Discipline,"  "  Some  of 
Our  Girls,"  "  Meg,"  &c.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

KITTY'S  RIVAL.  By  SYDNEY  MOSTYN,  Author 
of  "  The  Surgeon's  Secret,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 


m 


ADY    LOUISE.      By  Kathleen    Isabelle 
Clarges.     3  vols.,  31S.  6d. 

LASCARE  :  a  Tale.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

LAWRENCE     LOFTEWALDE.     By     Arthur 
,    Hamilton.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

LAST  OF  THE  HADDONS,  The.  By  Mrs.  New- 
man, Author  of  "  Too  Late,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  66. 

LIFE  OUT  OF  DEATH  :  a  Romance.  3  vols., 
31s.  6d. 

LLANTHONY  COCKLEWIG:  an  Autobiographi- 
cal Sketch  of  His  Life  and  Adventures.  By  the 
Rev.  Stephen  Shepherd  Maguth,  LL.B.,  Can- 
tab.    3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

LORD  CASTLETON'S  WARD.  By  Mrs.  B.  R. 
Green.    3  vols.,  31s.  66. 

LOVE  LOST,  BUT  HONOUR  WON.  By  Theo- 
dore Russell  Monro,  Author  of  "  The  Vande- 
leurs  of  Red  Tor,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  66. 
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LOVE  THAT  LIVED,  The.  By  Mrs.  EiLOART, 
Author  of  "  The  Curate's  Discipline,"  "  Just  a 
Woman,"  "Woman's  Wrong,"  &c.     3  vols.,  31s.  66. 

•'  Three  volumes  wliich  most  people  will  prefer  not  to  leave  till  they  have 
read  the  last  page  of  the  third  volume." — Pal/  Mall  Gazette. 

"One  of  the  most  thoroughly  wholesome  novels  we  have  read  for  some 
time. " — Scotsman. 


ADAME.    By  Frank  Lee  Benedict,  Author 
of  ''  St.  Simon's  Niece,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 
MAGIC    OF    LOVE,    The.     By  Mrs.    Forrest- 
Grant,  Author  of  "  Fair,  but  not  Wise."     3  vols., 
31S.  6d. 

"A  very  amusing  novel." — Scotsman. 

MAR'S  WHITE  WITCH.  By  Gertrude  Doug- 
las, Author  of  "  Brown  as  a  Berry,"  etc.  3  vols., 
3  IS.  6d. 

"A  thoroughly  good  novel,  which  we  can  cordially  recommend  to  our 
readers.  .  .  We  should  not  have  grudged  a  little  extra  length  to  the  stcry  ; 
.  .  .  for  '  Mar's  White  Witch  '  is  one  of  those  rare  novels  in  which  it  is  a  cause 
of  regret,  rather  than  of  satisfaction,  to  arrive  at  the  end  of  the  third  volume." 
—John  Bull. 

MASTER  OF  RIVERSWOOD,  The.  By  Mrs. 
Arthur  Lewis.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

MART  AND  MANSION  :  a  Tale  of  Struggle  and 
Rest.     By  Philip  Massinger.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

MARY  GRAINGER:  A  Story.  By  George 
Leigh.    2  vols.,  21s. 

MR.  VAUGH  AN'S  HEIR.  By  Frank  Lee  Bene- 
dict, Author  of  ''  Miss  Dorothy's  Charge,"  etc.  3 
vols.,  31s.  6d. 

AME'S  WORTH,  A.     By  Mrs.  M.  Allen.     2 

vols.,  2  IS. 

NEARER    AND    DEARER.    By  Elizabeth   J. 

Lysaght,     Author     of    "Building    upon     Sand." 

3  vols.,  31S.  6d. 
NO  FATHERLAND.    By  Madame  Von  Oppen. 

2  vols.,  2  IS. 

NLY     SEA    AND    SKY.      By    Elizabeth 

HiNDLEY.      2  vols.,  2 IS. 
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OVER  THE  FURZE.  By  Rosa  M.  Kettle, 
Author  of  the  "  Mistress  of  Langdale  Hall,"  etc.  3 
vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 


ENELOPE'S    WEB:    a    Story.      By     Louis 

WiTHRED.      3  vols.,  3  IS.  6d. 


PERCY    LOCKHART.      By  F.  W.  Baxter. 

vols.,  2  IS. 


ECTOR    OF    OXBURY,   The:    a   Novel.     3 
vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

"This  is  a  very  good  novel,  written  throughout  in  a  generous  catholic 
spirit  .  .  .  The  book  is  full  of  kindly  humour,  and  we  heartily  recommend 
it  to  our  readers." — Standard. 

•'  No  doubt  the  real  hero  of  this  history  is  not  the  Rector,  but  the  Dis- 
senting minister,  whose  sufferings  at  the  hand  of  his  congregation  are  so 
graphically  depicted.  .  .  .  The  change  which  comes  over  poor  Philip 
Holland's  feelings.  ...  is  drawn  with  considerable  power  and  dramatic 
^'^\\\:'—Joh7i  Bull. 

"The  Author  has  evidently  a  most  intimate  acquaintance  with  the  Dis- 
senting body,  and  a  thorough  knowledge  of  all  their  quirks  and  oddities.  . 
'I'he  three  church  clergymen — the  vicar  of  St.  Jude's,  Mr.  Ma.xworth  and  Mr. 
Deane — are  all  good  sketches." — Morning  Post. 

"The  constraints.  ...  of  Nonconformity  are  described  with  point  and 
cleverness." —  World. 

"There  is  much  matter  in  it  that  will  prove  interesting  to  many  who  care 

to  look  into  the  reahties  of  daily  hfe,  its  pains  and  trials Mr.  Baynard 

presents  us  with  a  vivid  picture." — The  Qneen. 

"An  interesting  novel,  and  the  spirit  in  which  it  is  written  is  very  praise- 
worthy. ' ' — ScQtsma7i. 

"These  volumes  are  very  readable,  and  there  is  much  in  them  both  to 
amuse  and  instruct." — Xational  Chnrch. 

"We  do  not  beheve  that  Mr.  Baynard  writes  in  an  unkindly  spirit."— 
Literary  World. 

"  This  book  is  readable,  and  the  author's  style  is  good.  It  has  consider- 
able interest  as  a  testimony  against  Dissent  in  its  social  aspects  ;  and  a 
revelation  of  the  interior  hfe  of  certain  sects,  whose  ministers  are  their 
servants  in  a  servile  and  irritating  sense,  unsuspected  by  the  world  outside 
these  communities. " — Spectator. 

' '  The  picture  we  have  in  these  volumes will  come  upon  most 

readers  altogether  as  a  starthng  revelation  of  certain  aspects  of  Voluntary- 
ism."— Graphic. 

RAVENSDALE.     By  Robert  Thynne,  author  of 
"  Tom  Delany."     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

RIDING  OUT  THE  GALE.  By  Annette  Lyster. 
3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

"  The  tale  is  full  of  stirring  incident,  and  one  or  two  of  the  character 
creations— notably  Singleton's  sister  Hadee— are  finely  conceived  and 
artistically  developed." — Scotsman. 
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RING  OF  PEARLS,  The  ;  or,  His  at  Last.  By 
JERROLD  Quick.    2  vols.,  21s. 

RUPERT  REDMOND.  A  Tale  of  England,  Ire- 
land, and  America.  By  Walter  Sims  South- 
well.    3  vols.,  31S.  6d. 

|AINT  SIMON'S  NIECE.     By   Frank   Lee 
Benedict,  author  of"  Miss  Dorothy's  Charge." 


3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

From  the  Spectator,  July  24th: — "A  new  and  powerful  novelist  has 
arisen.  .  .  .  We  rejoice  to  recognize  a  new  novelist  of  real  genius,  who 
knows  and  depicts  powerfully  some  of  the  most  striking  and  overmastering 
passionsof  the  human  heart.  .  .  .  It  is  seldom  that  we  rise  from  the  perusal 
of  a  story  with  the  sense  of  excitement  which  Mr.  Benedict  has  produced." 

SALTHURST  :  a  Novel.  By  Mrs.  Arthur  Lewis, 
author  of  "  The  Master  of  Riverswood."  3  vols., 
3is.6d. 

SEARCH  FOR  A  HEART,  The  :  a  Novel.  By 
John  Alexander.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

SECRET  OF  TWO  HOUSES,  The.  By  Fanny 
Fisher.    2  vols.,  21s. 

SEDGEBOROUGH  WORLD,  The.  By  A.  Fare- 
brother.      2  vols.,  2  IS. 

SELF-UNITED.  By  Mrs.  HiCKES  Bryant.  3  vols., 

3 is.  6d. 
SHADOW  OF  ERKSDALE,  The.     By  Bourton 

Marshall.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

SHE  REIGNS  ALONE  :  a  Novel.     By  Beatrice 

YORKE.     3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 
SHINGLEBOROUGH  SOCIETY.     3  vols.  31s.  6d. 

SIEGE  OF  VIENNA,  The:  a  Novel.  By  Caroline 
PiCHLER.     (From  the  German.)     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

SIR  MARMADUKE  LORTON.  By  the  Hon.  A. 
S.  G.  Canning.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

SOME  OF  OUR  GIRLS.  By  Mrs.  Eiloart,  author 
of  "  The  Curate's  Discipline,"  "  The  Love  that 
Lived,"  "  Meg,"  etc.,  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

"  a  book  that  should  be  x&zAy—AthencBuin. 
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SONS  OF  DIVES.     2  vols.,  21s. 

SQUIRE      HARRINGTON'S      SECRET.         By 
George  W.  Garrett.    2  vols.,  21s. 

STRANDED,    BUT    NOT  LOST.     By  DOROTHY 
Bromyard.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

lATI ANA ;  or,  the  Conspiracy.     A  Tale  of  St. 
I     Petersburg.     By  Prince  JOSEPH  LUBOMIRSKI. 


3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

"  The  Story  is  painfully  inteTesting."— Standard. 

THORNTONS  OF  THORNBURY,  The.  By 
Mrs.  Henry  Lowther  Chermside.  3  vols., 
31s.  6d. 

THRO'  THE  SHADOW.     2  vols.,  21s. 

TIMOTHY  CRIPPLE;  or,  ''Life's  a  Feast."  By 
Thomas  Auriol  Robinson.    2  vols.,  21s. 

TOO  FAIR  TO  GO  FREE.     By  Henry  Kay  Wil- 

LOUGHBY.      3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

TOO  LIGHTLY  BROKEN.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

"  a  ver>^  pleasing  story  .   .   .   .   very  prettily  told. " — Morning  Post. 

TOM  DELANY.  By  Robert  Thynne,  author  of 
"  Ravensdale."     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

"  a  very  brigiit,  healthy,  simply-told  story." — Standard. 
"There  is  not  a  dull  page  in  the  book." — Scotsman. 

TOWER  HALLO WDEANE.     2  vols.,  21s. 

TOXIE  :  a  Tale.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

TRUST,  The  ;  an  Autobiography.  By  Jean  le 
Peur.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

To  write  a  purely  domestic  tale  which  is  so  far  from  dull  is  a  considerable 

achievement Each  of  the  characters  has  a  strongly-marked  nature 

of  his  or  her  own  ....   Becky  Wilson  is  a  fine  portrait  which  must  clearly 
be  from  life.     But  the  book  should  be  read." — At  hence  lan. 

TRUE  WOMEN.  By  Katharine  Stuart.  3  vols., 
31s.  6d. 

"This  novel  is  strong  where  so  many  are  weak.  .  .  .  We  know  of  no 
book  in  which  the  act  of  courtship  is  made  so  pretty  and  poetical,  or  in 
which  the  tenderest  sentiment  is  so  absolutely  free  from  mawkishness." — 
Standard. 
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'TWIXT  CUP  AND  LIP.  By  Mary  Lovett- 
Cameron.     3  vols.,  3 IS.  66. 

'TWIXT  HAMMER  AND  ANVIL.  By  Frank 
Lee  Benedict,  author  of  "St.  Simon's  Niece," 
"  Miss  Dorothy's  Charge,"  etc.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

TWIXT  WIFE  AND  FATHERLAND.  2  vols., 
21S. 

"  It  is  some  one  who  has  caught  her  (Baroness  Tautphoeus')  gift  of  telling 
a  charming  story  in  the  boldest  manner,  and  of  forcing  us  to  take  an  interest 
in  her  characters,  which  writers,  far  better  from  a  literary  point  of  view,  can 
never  approach. " — AthencBum. 

TWO  STRIDES  OF  DESTINY.  By  S.  Brookes 
BUCKLEE.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

NDER  PRESSURE.     By  T.  E.  Pemberton, 

2  vols.,  2 IS. 


ERY  OLD    QUESTION,   A:    a  Novel.      By 
T.  Edgar  Pemberton,  Author  of  "  Under 


Pressure,"  &c.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 


'  For  'tis  a  question  left  us  yet  to  prove, 

Whether  love  lead  fortune  or  else  fortune  love." — Hamlet. 


AGES  :  a  Story.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 


WANDERING  FIRES.  By  Mrs.  M.  C.  Despard, 
author  of  "  Chaste  as  Ice,"  &c.     3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

WEIMAR'S  TRUST.  By  Mrs.  Edward  Christian. 
3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

WHAT    OLD    FATHER   THAMES  SAID.     By 

CouTTS  Nelson.    3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

WIDOW  UNMASKED,  The;  or,  the  Firebrand 
in  the  Family.  By  FLORA  F.  Wylde.  3  vols., 
3is.6d. 

WILL  SHE  BEAR  IT  >  A  Tale  of  the  Weald. 
3  vols.,  3 IS.  6d. 

"This  is  a  clever  story,  easily  and  naturally  told,  and  the  reader's 
interest  sustained  throughout.  ...  A  pleasant,  readable  book,  such  as 
we  can  heartily  recommend." — Spectator. 
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WOMAN    TO   BE  WON,   A.      An  Anglo-Indian 
Sketch.    By  Athene  Brama.    2  vols,  21s. 

"  She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  wooed  ; 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won." 

— Titus  An'dronicus,  Act  ii.,  Sc.  i. 
"A  welcome  addition    to    the    literature     connected   with    the   most 
picturesque  of  our  dependencies. " — Athenceuni. 

"As  a  tale  of  adventure  "  A  Woman  to  be  Won  "  is  entitled  to  decided 
commendation. " — Graphic. 

"  A  more  familiar  sketch  of  station  life  in  India  ....  has  never  been 
written.    .    .    ." — Nonconformist. 


POPULAR    NEW    NOVELS,    &c., 

EACH  COMPLETE  IN  ONE  VOLUME. 

DAM  AND  EVE'S  COURTSHIP;  or  how  to 
Write  a  Novel.     By  Jay  Wye.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

ADVENTURES  OF  MICK  CALLIGHIN,  M.R, 
The.  a  Story  of  Home  Rule;  THE  DE  BURGHOS,  a 
Romance.  By  W.  R.  Ancketill.  In  one  Volume,  with 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

AS  THE  FATES  WOULD  HAVE  IT.  By  G. 
Beresford  Fitzgerald.    Crown  8vo.,  los.  6d. 

ORN   TO    BE   A  LADY.      By  Katherine 
Henderson.     Crown  Svo.,  price  73.  6d. 

BREAD  UPON  THE  WATERS:  a  Novel.  By 
Marie  J.  Hyde.     Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

BRIDE  OF  ROERVIG,  The.      By  W.  Bergsoe. 

Translated  from  the  Danish  by  Nina  Francis.     Crown  Svo., 

7s.  6d. 

' '  A  charmingly  fresh  and^simple  tale,  which  was  well  worth  translating, 
and  has  been  translated  well." — Athencenm.x 

"  There  is  a  strong  human  interest  throughout  the  story,  and  it  abounds 
with  little  snatches  of  description,  which  are  full  of  poetic  grace  and  charm. 
.  .  .  The  translator  has  been  m.ost  successful  in  preserving  the  spirit  and 
genuine  Norse  flavour  of  the  original." — Scotsman. 

BRITISH  SUBALTERN,  The.  By  an  Ex- 
Subaltern.    One  vol.,  7s.  6d. 

BURIED  PAST,  The  :  a  Novel.  Crown  Svo,  price 
7s.  6d. 
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1 8       Samuel  Tinsley  and  Co.'s  Publications. 
BUILDING   UPON   SAND.       By  Elizabeth  J. 

Lysaght.     Crown  8vo.,  los.  6d. 

BROAD    OUTLINES    OF    LONG    YEARS    IN 

AUSTRALIA.     By  Mrs.  Henry  Jones,  of  Binnum  Binnum. 
Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

INDERELLA  :    a  new  version  of  an  old  Story. 
Crown  .8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

CLARA  PONSONBY  :  a  Novel.     By  Robert  Bev- 

ERIDGE.     I  vol.  crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

CLEWBEND,  The.     By  MOY  Ella.     Crown  8vo., 

7s.  6d. 

COOMB  DESERT.     By  G.  W.  FiTZ.     Crown  8vo., 

7s.  6d. 

CORALIA  ;  a  Plaint  of  Futurity.    By  the  Author  of 
"  Pyrna."     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 


^ 


AISY  AND  THE  EARL.      By  Constance 

Howell.     Crown  8vo.  7s.  6d. 

"A  cleverly  and  thoughtfully-written  book,  in  which  a  subject  com- 
paratively new  is  handled  with  much  knowledge  of  human  nature,  and  with 
real  grace  of  manner,  is  'Daisy  and  the  Earl.'  ....  This  is  the  story 
which  Miss  Howell  tells  in  a  very  enjoyable  volume." — Scotsman. 

' '  The  Earl's  character  is  very  true  to  life Daisy  and  her  sur- 
roundings are  natural  and  pretty  ;  her  home  and  relations  form  a  nice 
picture  of  country  life." — East  Suffolk  Gazette. 

"This  is,  in  many  respects,  a  somewhat  remarkable  novel.     The  author 

writes  with  ease  and  vivacity There  is  a  charming  air  of  freshness 

and  innocence  about  the  book It  is  an  idyll  in  prose.     It  is  only  the 

story  of  the  love  of  a  young  girl  for  an  earl,  but  it  is  told  very  charmingly. 
.   .   .   .   It  is  a  pastoral  in  prose." — Essex  Telegraph. 

"  There  are  a  couple  of  amusing  old  maids  in  the  story,  named  Penelope 
and  Jemima,  and  a  rather  curious  specimen  of  the  bookworm  in  the  person 
of  David  Burgoyne." — Dundee  Advertiser. 

"  A  very  pleasant,  quietly-written  story,  the  author  of  which  has  shown 
considerable  skill,  not  only  in  the  plan  of  her  work,  but  also  in  the  manner 
in '  which  it  is  treated.  The  descriptive  portions  of  the  narrative  are 
especially  good. — "City  Press. 

"The  end  is  satisfactory,  and  there  is  much  of  a  peculiar  kind  of 
prettiness  throughout  the  story." — Coicrt  Circular. 

"  Daisy  is  very  natural  and  rather  charming.  She  is  very  nice  when  she 
says  to  her  grandmother,  '  Grannie,  I  want  to  be  married — I  want  to  be 
married.  You  must  engage  me  to  somebody,  quickly,  please.'  We  shall 
hope  to  meet  Miss  Howell  again." — Academy. 

"  All  this  is  prettily  told.  ....  The  book  is  well  written,  and  the  interest 
is  not  allowed  to  flag.  The  author  promises  to  do  well,  and  we  trust  that 
she  will  not  let  the"opportunity  slip  of  developing  those  talents  which  we  are 
sure  she  possesses  in  no  mean  degree." — Civil  Service  /Review. 
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DISCORD,  A  :  a  Story.      By  Aleth  WiLLESON. 

I  vol.,  crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 

' '  Something  more  than  ordinary  praise  is  due  to  a  story  which  has  a 
leading  idea  of  its  own,  and  works  it  out  steadily,  yet  without  wearying  tlie 

reader  with  excessive  iteration  or  exaggeration '  A  Discord  '  reminds 

us^of  some  of  Miss  Sewell's  best  works.  We  should  almost  be  disposed  to 
give  it  the  preference,  on  the  ground  that  the  human  interest  is  broader. 
Sometimes  we  see  traces  of  another  and  well-known  influence.  Mr.  Price 
is  a  person  not  unworthy  of  the  gallery  of  portraits  which  George  EUot  has 
given  to  us." — Spectator. 

"The  story  is  gracefully  and  thoughtfully  written,  and  there  is  a  distinct 
impress  of  realism  about  most  of  the  personages. " — Scotsman. 

DISINTERRED.      From  the  Boke  of  a  Monk  of 
Garden  Abbey.     By  T.  Esmoxde.     Crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 


S^ARL   OF   EFFINGHAM,   The.     By  Lalla 
M'DowELL,  Author  of   "  How   we    learned    to    Help 
Ourselves.'"'     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

EMERGING  FROM  THE  CHRYSALIS.     By  J. 
F.  NiCHOLLS.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

ERNVALE :  Some  Pages  of  Elsie's  Life.     By 
Harry  Buchanan.     Crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 


FLORENCE  ;  or  Loyal  Ouand  Meme.  By  FRANCES 
Armstrong.     Crown  Svo,  5s.,  cloth.     Post  free. 

"  A  very  charming  love  story,  eminently  pure  and  lady-like  in  tone." — 
Civil  Service  Review. 

FOR  TWO  YEARS.    By  Vectis.  Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d 

FRIEDEMANN  BACH  ;  or,  the  Fortunes  of  an 
Idealist.  Adapted  from  the  German  of  A.  E.  Brachvogel. 
By  the  Rev.  J.  Walker,  B.C.L.  Dedicated,  with  permission, 
to  H.R.H.  the  Princess  Christian  of  Schleswig-Hol- 
STEIN.     I  vol.,  crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

FROM  A  BED  OF  ROSES.     By  Cuthbert  Hope. 

Crown  8vOj  7s.  6d. 

ARRINGTON ;  or,  the  Exiled  Royalist :  a  tale 
of   the    Hague.      By  FREDERICK  Spencer    Bird. 
Crown  8vo.,  price  7s.  6d. 

BHnSIDIOUS  thief,  The:  a  Tale  for  Humble 
[Ig^l  Folks.  By  One  of  Themselves.  Crown  Svo,  5s. 
Second  Edition. 

INTRICATE  PATHS.  By  C.  L.  J.  S.  Crown 
Svo,  7s.  6d. 
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OHN   FENN'S    WIFE.    By  Maria    Lewis. 

Crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 

ADY     BLANCHE,    The.     By  Harold  St, 
Clair.     Crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 

LALAGE.    By  Augusta  Chambers.    Crown  8vo, 
7s.  6d. 

LEAVES  FROM  AN    OLD    PORTFOLIO.      By 
Eliza  Mary  Barron.    Crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 

LITTLE    ALPINE     FOX-DOG,    The:    a    Love 
Story.    By  Cecil  Clarke.    Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

LILIAN.    By  G.  Beresford  Fitz  Gerald,  author 

of  "  As  the  Fates  Would  Have  It."     Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  AN  UNFORTU- 
NATE AUTHOR,  The.    Written  by  Himself.    Crown  Svo. 

LOVE  THE  LEVELLER:   a  Tale.     Crown    Svo, 
7s.  6d. 


ARGARET  MORTIMER'S  SECOND  HUS- 
BAND.    By  Mrs.  HiLLS.     i  vol.,  7s.  6d. 

MARJORY'S  FAITH.    By  Florence  Harding. 

Crown  Svo,  7  s.  6d. 

MARRIED  FOR  MONEY,     i  vol,  los.  6d. 

MARTIN  LAWS  :   a  Story.     Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

MAUD  LEATHWAITE:  an  Autobiography.  By 
Beatrice  A.  Jourdan,  author  of  "  The  Journal  of  a  Waiting 
Gentlewoman."     Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

MERRY  AND    GRAVE.     By   Peter   Athelby. 

Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

MISTRESS    OF    LANGDALE    HALL,  The  :  a 

Romance   of  the    West    Riding.     By    Rosa    Mackenzie 
Kettle.     Complete  in  one  handsome  volume,  with  Frontis- 
piece and  Vignette  by  Percival  Skelton.     4s.,  post  free. 
"The  story  is  interesting  and  very  pleasantly  written,  and  for  the  sake  of 

both  author  and  publisher,  we  cordially  wish  it  the  reception  it  deserves." 

— Saturday  Reviciu. 
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MUSICAL       TALES,       PHANTASMS,       AND 
SKETCHES.     From  the  German  of  Elise  Polko.     By  M. 
Prime   Maudslav,      Dedicated   (with    permission)    to   Sir 
Juhus  Benedict.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 
Also  Second  Series  of  the  above,  uniform  in  size  and  price. 


EGLECTED  ;   a   Story  of  Nursery  Education 
Forty  Years  Ago.      By   Miss  Julia  Luard.     Crown 
8vo.,  5s.,  cloth. 

NEW-FASHIONED    TORY,     A.       By     "West 

Somerset.."    i  vol.,  crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 
NORTONDALE  CASTLE,     i  vol.,  7s.  6d. 
NOT  TO  BE  BROKEN.     By  W.  A.  Chandler. 

Crown  8vo.,  los.  6d. 

NE  FOR  ANOTHER.     By  Emma  C.  W\\it. 

Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

UTTYPUrS  PROTEGEE;  or  Road,  Rail,  and 
River.  A  Story  in  Three  Books.  By  Henry  George 
Churchill.  Crown  Svo.,  (uniform  with  "The  ]\Iis- 
tress  of  Langdale  Hall "),  with  14  illustrations  by  Wallis 
Mackay.     Post  free,  4s.     Second  edition, 

"  It  is  a  lengthened  and  diversified  farce,  full  of  screaming  fun  and  comic 
delineation — a  reflection  of  Dickens,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  and  Mr.  Boucicault, 
and  dealing  with  various  descriptions  of  social  life.  We  have  read  and 
laughed,  pooh-poohed,  and  read  again,  ashamed  of  our  interest,  but  our 
interest  has  been  too  strong  for  our  shame.  Readers  may  do  worse  than 
surrender  themselves  to  its  melo-dramatic  enjoyment.  From  title-page  to 
colophon,  only  Dominie  Sampson's  epithet  can  describe  it — it  is  'pro- 
digious.' " — British  Quarterly  Review. 

EAL   AND  UNREAL :  Tales  of  Both  Kinds. 
By  Harriet  Olivia  Boddixgton.  Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 


REIGN    OF    ROSAS,  The,   or    South    American 
Sketches.     By  E.  C.  Ferxau.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

REGENT  ROSALIND  :  a  Story.    By  the  author  of 
"  Workaday  Briars,"  &c.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

RENRUTH.     By  Henry  Turner.     Crown  Svo., 

7s.  6d. 
ROSIE  AND    HUGH  ;  or.  Lost  and  Found.     By 

Helen  C.  Nash,     i  vol.,  crown  8vo.,  6s. 

ACRIFICETOHONOUR,A.  By  Mrs.  Henry 

Lytteltox  Rogers.     Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 
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ST.  NICHOLAS'  EVE,  and  other  Tales.  By  Mary 
C.  RowSELL.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

SIBYLLE'S  STORY.  By  Octave  Feuillet. 
Translated  by  Margaret  Watson.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

SKYWARD    AND  EARTHWARD :  a  Tale.     By 

Arthur  Penrice.     i  vol.    Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

SO  SINKS  THE  DAY  STAR:  The  Story  of  Two 
Lovings  and  a  Liking.  By  JAMES  Keith.  Crown  Svo., 
7s.  6d. 

SPOILT  LIVES.     By  Mrs.  Raper.    Cr.  8vo.;7s.  6d. 

STANLEY   MEREDITH  :    a  Tale   by  "  Sabina." 

Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

STAR  OF  HOPE,  The,  and  other  Tales.  By  Vic- 
toria Stewart.     Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

STILL  UNSURE.  By  C.  Vane,  Author  of  "  Sweet 
Bells  Jangled."     Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

SWEET  IDOLATRY.  By  Miss  Anstruther. 
Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

SURGEON'S  SECRET,  The.    By  Sydney   Mos- 

TYN,  Author  of  "  Kitty's  Rival,"  etc.     Crown  Svo.,  los.  6d. 

"A  most  exciting  novel — the  best  on  our  list.     It  may  be  fairly  recom- 
mended as  a  very  extraordinary  hook."— j<o/m  Bull. 

SUSSEX  IDYL,   A.       By    Clementina    Black. 

Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 


HROUGH  HARDSHIPS  TO  LORDSHIPS. 

By  Flora  Eaton.     Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

TIM'S    CHARGE.     By  Amy   Campbell,     i  vol., 

Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

TOUCH  NOT  THE  NETTLE  :  a  Story.   By  Alec 
Fearon.     Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

TRUE  STORY  OF  HUGH  NOBLE^S  FLIGHT, 

The.     By  the  Authoress  of  "  What  Her  Face  Said."     los.  6d. 

[ralAGABOND     CHARLIE.     By   "Vagabond." 

IBLgMl     I  vol.  crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

VANDELEURS  OF  RED  TOR,  The.     A  Tale  of 

South  Devon.  By  Theodore  Russell  Monro.   Crown  Svo., 
7s.  6d. 
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VANESSA  FAIRE.    By  George  Joseph.     Crown 

8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

BBS  OF  LOVE.     (I.   A  La\\yer's  Device.     II. 
Sancta  Simplicitas.)     By  G.  E.  H.     i  vol.,  Crown  8vo., 
los.  6d. 

WHO  CAN  TELL .?    By  Mere  Hazard.     Crown 

8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

WIDOW  OF  WINDSOR,  A.  By  Annie  Gaskell. 

Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 

WOMAN    THAT  SHALL  BE  PRAISED,  The: 
a  Novel.     By  Hilda  Re  ay.     i  vol.,  Crown  Svo.,  7  s.  6d. 

"  Decidedly  well  written,  attractive,  and  readable.  .  .  .  The  characters 
stand  out  as  if  they  had  been  pondered  over  and  worked  at ;  the  circum- 
stances are  fresh  and  natural  ;  the  style  is  pure,  and  the  thoughts  refined." 
— Alhenceum. 

"Besides  the  heroine  there  is  another  'woman  that  shall  be  praised,' 
viz.,  the  authoress.  Praisedf  or  writing  in  English,  for  some  passages  of 
poetry,  for  some  even  of  slang,  for  her  boldness  and  tenderness  of  expression, 
and,  above  all,  for  writing  a  religious  novel  without  shocking  us  with  pious 
utterances. " — Public  Opinioyj. 

WOMAN'S  AMBITION.    By  M.  L.  Lyons,     i  vol., 

7s.  6d. 


E    OUTSIDE    FOOLS;    or,   Glimpses  Inside 
the  Stock  Exchange.     By  Erasmus  Pinto,  Broker. 
Crown  Svo.,  5s. 

"  Written  in  a  clever,  cynical,  and  incisive  style,  and  thoroughly  exposes 
the  '  rigs  '  and  tricks  of  the  Stock  Exchange.  One  advantage  of  a  perusal 
will  be  that  those  who  allow  themselves  to  be  plundered  will  do  so  quite 
consciously.  The  volume  as  a  whole  is  extremely  interesting." — Ptiblic 
Opinion. 

YE  VAMPYRES!  A  Legend  of  the  National 
Betting  Ring,  showing  what  became  of  it.  By  the  Spectre. 
In  striking  Illustrated  Cover,  price  2s.,  post  free. 

YOUTH  OF  THE  PERIOD,  The.    By  J.  F.  Shaw 

Kennedy,  Esq.,  late  79th  Highlanders.     Crown  Svo.,  7s.  6d. 
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BOOKS    OF    TRAVEL    &c. 


WO  YEARS  OF  THE  EASTERN  QUES- 
TION. By  A.  Gallenga  (of  the  Times),  author  of 
"  Italy  Revisited,"  "  Country  Life  in  Piedmont,"  "  The 

Invasion  of  Denmark,"  etc.    2  vols.,  8vo.,  price  30s. 

The  Times  says  : — "A  more  thorough  exposure  of  the  rottenness  of  the 
Turkisli  System  was  never  penned  ;  and  Mr.  Freeman  and  Mr.  Gladstone 
must  rejoice  when  they  peruse  page  after  page  which,  to  use  a  famiHar  ex- 
pression, does  not  leave  on  the  Turks  '  the  face  of  a  dog.' But  Mr. 

Gallenga  did  not  visit  Constantinople  to  quarrel,  but  to  observe  the  various 
phases  of  the  Eastern  Question  as  it  passed  from  diplomatic  remonstrances 
to  provincial  outbreaks,  to  Bulgarian  atrocities,  to  the  Servian  war,  to  the 
Armistice,  to  the  Conference,  to  renewed  Protocols,  and  at  last  to  this  war 

between  Russia  and  Turkey Extraordinary  opportunities  fell  into 

Mr.  Gallenga's  way,  and  in  these  very  interesting  volumes  he  has  availed 
himself  of  them  to  the  full." 

The  Observer  says  : — "The  great  merit'of  these  two  interesting  volumes 
is  that  they  present  the  grave  considered  judgment  of  an  intelligent,  thought- 
ful observer  on  the  internal  condition  of  Turkey.  .  .  For  anyone  who  would 
really  know  the  social  forces  now  at  work  within  the  Turkish  Empire,  and 
who  would  aspire  to  make  any  intelligent  forecast  as  to  its  future  fate, 
these  volumes  are  invaluable  guides.  .  .  .  The  book  is  at  once  fascinating 
and  amusing,  and  in  many  ways  the  best  recent  contribution  to  the  literature 
of  the  Eastern  Question." 

The  Saturday  Review  says  : — "  Mr.  Gallenga's  reminiscences  of  the  East 
are  both  agreeable  and  instructive.  Notwithstanding  his  long  practice  as 
an  English  writer,  it  is  surprising  that  a  foreigner  should  have  acquired  the 
command  of  style  and  literary  skill  which  are  displayed  in  his  present  work 
as  in  many  former  publications." 

The  Graphic  says  : — "  Mr.  Gallenga's  letters  are  most  interesting  in 
every  way— bright  with  the  genuine  freshness  of  a  correspondent  who  finds 
himself  on  (to  him)  new  ground,  and  enjoys  as  much  as  any  of  his  readers  a 
moonlight  ride  round  Stamboul,  a  visit  to  the  fields  of  Troy,  a  sight  of  the 
Sultan  opening  his  Parliament;  valuable  for  descriptions,  by  a  trained 
observer,  of  scenes  and  Institutions  which  fell  beneath  his  eye,  and  specu- 
lations, by  a  well  informed  politician,  on  the  scruples  and  suspicions  which 
have  ended  in  keeping  Europe  impotent  while  Russia  and   Turkey  are 

closing  hand  to  hand Two  volumes,  altogether,  which  bid  fair  to 

acquire  permanent  value  as  graphic  records  taken  on  the  spot  of  some  of 
the  most  dramatic  incidents  in  history." 

The  Academy  says  : — "  Mr"  Gallenga  has  given  a  detailed  account  of  the 
circumstances  which  led  to  the  present  war,  beginning  from  the  commence- 
of  the  insurrection  in  the  Herzegovina.  As  he  resided  in  Constantinople 
during  the  whole  of  this  period,  and  had  special  facilities  for  obtaining  in- 
formation as  the  correspondent  of  the  Times  newspaper,  his  narrative  is  of 
great  value.  He  went  there  with  an  unprejudiced  mind,  having,  in  fact, 
given  but  little  attention  to  the  subject  until  that  time. .  .  .  Mr.  Gallenga  also 
initiates  us  into  most  of  the  questions  relating  to  Turkey,  on  which  the 
reader  desires  an  unbiassed  opinion — the  good  and  bad  of  the  cliaracter  of 
the  Turks  themselves,  their  finances,  their  reforms,  their  relation  to  the 
subject  races,  and  the  principal  influences  that  are  at  work  among  them.  .  . 
But  the  interest  of  his  narrative  culminates  in  that  group  of  events  which  are 
exciting  enough  for  any  woik  of  fiction." 
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ITALY  REVISITED.    By  A.  Gallenga.    Author 

of  "  Italy,  Past  and  Present/'  ''  Country  Life  in  Piedmont/' 

etc.      2  vols.,  demy  8vo.,  30s.   Second  Edition. 

Times,  Nov.  11,  1875. — "Mr.  Gallengas  new  volumes  on  Italy  will  be 
welcome  to  those  who  care  for  an  unprejudiced  account  of  the  prospects  and 
present  condition  of  the  country.  .  .  .In  noticing  Mr.  Gailenga's  most 
interesting  volumes,  we  have  been  obliged  to  confine  ourselves  chiefly  to 
topics  of  grave  and  national  importance,  and  we  wish  we  could  also  have 
done  justice  to  his  impressions  of  the  Italy  he  revisited  as  seen  in  its  lighter 
and  social  aspects." 

Spectator,  Nov.  20,  1875. — "The  two  volumes  abound  in  interesting 
matter,  with  vivid  sketches  of  places  and  persons, — Florence  for  instance, — 
Garibaldi  and  Mazzini,  The  personal  reminiscences,  too,  of  the  author's 
bloodless  campaign  with  Prince  Napoleon  in  1859  are  notably  interesting." 

Observer,  Nov.  7,  1875. — ''  Facile prlnccps  in  the  ranks  of  those  who 
have  laboured,  through  the  influential  channel  of  journalism,  to  arouse  the 
sympathies  of  the  world  for  the  kingdom  of  Italy,  and  to  enable  it  to  judge 
of  Italy's  condition  and  Italy's  prospects,  has  been,  and  stiil  is,  Mr,  Gallenga. 
It  would  be  wonderful  if  any  one  could  pretend  to  be  his  rival." 

Athenaeum,  Nov.  20,  1875. — "  Mr.  Gailenga's  two  volumes  are  as  dis- 
tinctly superior  to  the  usual  newspaper  correspondent's  platitudes,  as  they 
are  free  from  the  egotistical  garrulities  with  which  tourists,  and  especially 
tourists  in  Italy,  have  made  us  familiar." 

Daily  News,  Dec.  3,  1875. — "Is  beyond  comparison  the  most  readable, 
and  at  the  same  time,  the  most  trustworthy  account  of  the  actual  condition 
and  prospects  of  a  nation  and  kingdom  which  but  yesterday  were  a  dream 
of  visionaries,  and  to-day  are  among  the  most  potent  and  practical  realities 
of  the  modern  world.  .  .  .  The  lightest  or  the  most  serious  reader  may  find 
plenty  of  attractive  matter  in  these  varied  and  suggestive  pages,  from  the 
liveliest  stories  to  the  weightiest  economic  considerations  and  statistics." 

World,  Dec.  1,  1875. — "  Were  there  to  be  a  judgment  of  Paris  among 
the  rivalries  of  modern  journalists,  the  three  competitors  would,  we  suppose, 
have  to  be  Mr.  Gallenga,  Mr.  Sala,  and  Mr.  Russeil,  and  we  should  award 
the  apple  without  hesitation  to  Mr.  Gallenga.  He  is  the  best  informed,  the 
most  accurate,  the  most  highly  educated,  the  best  linguist,  the  most  variously 

experienced  of  the  three His  is  by  far  the  most  classic  pen,  and  the 

best  measured  style.  He  has  just  published  a  couple  of  entertaining  and 
instructive  volumes." 

UNTRODDEN  SPAIN,  and  her  Black  Country. 
Being  Sketches  of  the  Life  and  Character  of  the  Spaniard  of 
the  Interior.  By  HUGH  James  Rose,  M.A.,  of  Oriel  College, 
Oxford.  In  2  vols.,  8vo.,  price  305.  {Second  Ediiion.) 
The  Times  says — "  These  volumes  form  a  ver\-  pleasing  commentary  on 
aland  and  a  people  to  which  Englishmen  will  always  turn  with  sympathetic 
interest." 

The  Saturday  Review  says—"  His  title  of '  Untrodden  Spain'  is  no 
misnomer.   He  leads  us  into  scenes  and  among  classes  of  Spaniards  where  few 

English  writers  have    preceded  him We  can  only  recommend  our 

readers  to  get  it  and  search  for  themselves.  Those  who  are  most  intimately 
acquainted  with  Spain  will  best  appreciate  its  varied  excellence." 

The  Spectator  says — "The  author's  kindliness  is  as  conspicuous  as  his 
closeness  of  observation  and  fairness  of  judgment ;  his  sympathy  with  the 
people  inspires  his  pen  as  happily  as  does  his  artistic  appreciation  of  the 
country  ;  and  both  have  combined  in  the  production  of  a  work  of  striking 
novelty  and  sterling  value." 
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The  Standard  says — "  It  is  fresh,  life-like,  and  chatty,  and  is  written  by 
a  man  who  is  accustomed  to  look  below  the  surface  of  things." 

The  Athenaeum  says — "  We  regret  that  we  cannot  make  further  extracts, 
for  '  Untrodden  Spain  '  is  by  far  the  best  book  upon  Spanish  peasant  life 
that  we  have  ever  met  with." 

The  Literary  Chnrchnian  says— "Seldom  has  a  book  of  travel  come 
before  us  which  has  so  taken  our  fancy  in  reading,  and  left  behind  it,  when 
tlie  reading  was  over,  so  distinct  an  impression.  .  .  .  We  must  reluctantly 
close  our  review  of  tliese  delightful  volumes,  leaving  the  major  part  of  them 
unnoticed.  But  we  have  quoted  sufficient  to  show  our  readers  how  well  the 
author  has  used  his  opportunities." 

The  Nonconformist  says — "  This  book  forms  most  interesting  reading. 
It  is  the  result  of  careful  observation,  it  communicates  many  facts,  it  is 
written  in  a  polished  yet  lively  style,  and  will  thus  perhaps,  remain  for 
some  time  the  best  reference-book  about  rural  Spain." 

The  Field  says — "An  amount  of  really  valuable  information  respecting 
the  lower  classes  of  Spaniards,  their  daily  life  and  conversation,  and  ways  of 
looking  at  things,  such  as  few  writers  have  given  us." 

The  John  Bull  says — "  We  have  rarely  been  able  to  recommend  a  book 

more  cordially.     It  has  not  a  dull  page Deserves   to  be  a  great 

success." 

OVER  THE  BORDERS  OF  CHRISTENDOM  and 

ESLAMIAH  ;    or,  Travels  in  the   Summer  of  1875  through 

Hungary,  Slavonia,  Servia,  Bosnia,   Herzegovina,  Dalmatia, 

and  Montenegro  to  the  North  of  Albania.  By  James  CRE.A.GH, 

author  of  '  A  Scamper  to  Sebastopol.'     2  vols.,  large  post  8vo. 

25s. 

Public  Opinion.  Dec.  11,  1875.—"  Nothing  appears  to  have  escaped 
Captain  Creagh's  observant  eyes  and  ears,  and  his  narrative  has  all  the 
charm  of  a  well-written  romance." 

Daily  News. — "  He  went  down  the  Danube  to  Belgrade,  thence,  turning 
westward,  took  his  passage  in  a  steam  vessel  up  the  river  Save,  and  at  Brod 
penetrated  southward  into  Bosnia,  visiting  Bosna-Serai  and  Mostar,  and 
thus  coming  in  sight  of  the  Adriatic  at  Ragusa." 

Graphic. — "A  rollicking  tale  of  an  Irishman's  scamper  from  Pesth  to 
Belgrade,  thence  up  the  Save  to  Brod.  a  town  half  Austrian  half  Turk, 
and  down  through  the  heart  of  the  now  insurgents'  districts  to  Ragusa  and 
Montenegro." 

Figaro. — "  The  attention  that  has  been  so  recently  directed  to  Herzego- 
vina gives  a  peculiar  interest  to  Capt.  Creagh's  lively  narrative  and 
adventurous  journey,  and  his  two  volumes  will  be  received  as  a  welcome 
addition  to  modern  books  of  travel." 

World. — "  A  new  and  seasonable  book  of  travels.  Captain  Creagh  has 
recently  been  tramping  through  Hungary,  Slavonia,  Servia,  Bosnia,  Herze- 
govina, Dalmatia,  Montenegro,  and, a  few  other  comparatively  unknown 
countries." 

AthensBum. — "  The  record  of  travel  consists  partly  of  descriptions  of  out- 
of-the-way  places,  where  few  except  the  writer  have  been,  and  which  he  can 
depict  at  his  will.  .  .  His  volumes  will  be  welcome." 

Scotsman. — "Mr.  Creagh  is  an  old  traveller,  with  a  considerable  faculty 
of  observation  ;  his  style  is  racy,  and  he  has  much  humour.  .  .  Clever  and 
decidedly  readable." 
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CANTON  AND  THE  BOGUE:  the  Narrative  of 
an  eventful  six  months  in  China.  By  Walter  William 
MUNDV.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 

TRAVEL  AND  SPORT  IN  BURMAH,  SIAM, 
AND  THE  MALAY  PENINSULA.     By  JOHX  Bradley. 

Post  8vO.,   I2S. 

TO  THE  DESERT  AND  BACK  ;  or  Travels  in 
Spain,  the  Barbary  States,  Italy,  etc.,  in  1875-76.  By  ZouCH 
H.  TURTON.  One  vol.  large  post  8vo.  12s. 

ZTew  and  Cheaper  Edition  of  Mr.  Minturn's  "  Travels  West." 

TRAVELS  WEST.  By  William  Minturx.  Large 

post  8vo.,  price  7s.  6d. 

The  Daily  News  says — "An  unpretending  volume  of  travel,  the  author 
of  which  aescribes  in  a  lively  vein  what  he  saw  and  heard  m  a  recent 
journey  from  New  York  to  iSt.  Louis,  thence  to  Salt  Lake  City  and  Cali- 
fornia, and  back  by  Omaha  and  Chicago  into  Canada." 

Public  Opinion  says — "A  charming  book,  full  of  anecdotes  of  Western 
American  travel,  and  in  which,  the  author,  who  travelled  from  New  York 
across  the  whole  American  Western  desert,  gives  his  experience  of  a  country 
almost  unknown  to  European  colonists.  We  wish  we  could  transcribe 
some  of  the  very  clear  descriptions  of  scenery,  life,  and  manners  in  which 
this  book  abounds." 

The  Queen  says — "Mr.  Mintum  writes  easily  and  pleasantly,  and  gives 

us  vivid  pictures  of  the  marvellous  scenery The  whole  tone  of  Mr. 

Minturn's  book  is  pleasant  to  the  English  reader.  ,  .  in  a  word,  good  sense 
and  culture  contribute  to  make  the  volume  well  worth  the  attention  of  those 
who  are  interested  in  travel  on  the  American  Continent." 

Vanity  Fair  says — "  Some  of  our  ablest  authors  have  failed  in  the  endea- 
vour to  depict  American  life  and  society.  The  author  of  the  present  work, 
however,  is  an  American  by  birth  who  has  spent  most  of  his  life  in  Europe, 
and  he  describes  his  return  to  America  and  his  lour  through  the  States  in  a 

very  interesting  volume Altogether  the  work  is  well-written  and 

interesting." 

The  Literary  World  says — "  A  trip  across  America  is  a  grand  thing  for 
the  tourist,  English  or  American,  in  the  course  of  his  career.  Anyone 
contemplating  such  a  journey  should  have  a  look  at  Mr.  Minturn's  book. 

AMONG   THE   CARLISTS.    By  John   Furley, 

author  of  "Struggles  and  Experiences  of  a  Neutral  Volunteer." 
Crown  8vo.  7s.  6d. 

HOW  I  SPENT  MY  TWO  YEARS'  LEAVE;  or. 
My  Impressions  of  the  Mother  Country,  the  Continent  of 
Europe,  the  United  States  of  America,  and  Canada.  By  an 
Indian  Ofticer.     In  one  vol.,  8vo.     Price  12s. 

SYRIA  AND  EGYPT  UNDER  THE  LAST  FIVE 
SULTANS  OF  TURKEY;  being  the  Experiences  during 
fifty  years  of  Mr.  Consul-General  Barker,  with  explanator}- 
remarks  to  the  present  day,  by  his  son,  Edward  B.  B.  Bar- 
ker, H.B.M.  Consul.    In  2  vols.  8vo. 
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ROBA  D'lTALIA  ;  or,  Italian  Lights  and  Shadows  : 
a  record  of  Travel.  By  Charles  W.  Heckethorn.  In  2 
vols.,  8vo.,  price  30s. 

MALTA  SIXTY  YEARS  AGO.  With  a  Concise 
History  of  die  Order  of  St.  John  of  Jerusalem,  the  Crusades, 
and  Knights  Templars.  By  Col.  Claudius  wShaw.  Hand- 
somely bound  in  cloth,  los.  6d.,  gilt  edges,  12s. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


NOTHER  WORLD;  or,  Fragments  from  the 
Star  City  of  Montalluyah.  By  Hermes.  Third  Edi- 
tion, revised,  with  additions.     Post  8vo.,  price  12s. 

DICKENS'S  LONDON  :  or,  London  in  the  Works 
of  Charles  Dickens.  By  T.  Edgar  Pemberton,  author  of 
"  Under  Pressure."     Crown  8vo.,  6s. 

EPITAPHIANA  ;  or,  the  Curiosities  of  Churchyard 
Literature  :  being  a  Miscellaneous  Collectionof  Epitaphs,  with 
an  Introductcon.  By  W.  Fairley.  Crown  8vo.,  cloth, 
price  5  s.     Post  free. 

' '  Entertaining. " — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"  A  capital  collection." — Court  Circular. 

",A  very  readable  volume." — Daily  Review. 

"A  most  interesting  book." — Leeds  Mercury. 

"  Interesting  and  amusing." — Nonco7iformist. 

"  Particularly  entertaining." — Public  Opinion. 

"  A  curious  and  entertaining  volume," — Oxford  Chronicle. 

"  A  very  interesting  collection." — Civil  Set-'ice  Gazette. 

ETYMONIA.     In  i  vol.,  crown  8vo.  7s.  6d. 

FACT   AGAINST    FICTION.      The    Habits  and 

Treatment  of  Animals  Practically  Considered.  Hydrophobia 
and  Distemper.  With  some  remarks  on  Darwin.  By  the 
Hon.  Grantley  F.  Berkeley.    2  vols.  8vo.,  30s. 

MOVING  EARS.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Weak- 
head,  Rector  of  Newtown,  Kent,     i  vol.,  crown  8vo.,  5s. 

NOTES  AND  ESSAYS  ON  THE  CHRISTIAN 

RELIGION  :  Its  Philosophical  Principles  and  its  Enemies. 
By  John  Joseph  Lake.     Crown  8vo.,  price  7s.  6d. 

OUR  INDIAN  EMPIRE  :  the  History  of  the  Won- 
derful  Rise  of  British  Supremacy  in  Hindustan.  By  the  Rev. 
Samuel  Nornvood,  B.A.,  Head  Master  of  the  Grammar 
School,  Whalley.     Crown  8vo.,  7s.  6d. 
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SOCIAL  ARCHITECTURE;  or,  Reasons  and 
Means  for  the  Demolition  and  Reconstruction  of  the  Social 
Edifice.     By  An  Exile  from  France.     Demy  8vo.,  i6s. 

THERESE  HENNES,  AND  HER  MUSICAL 
EDUCATION:  a  Biographical  Sketch.  By  her  Father. 
Translated  from  the  German  MS.  by  H.  Mannheimer. 
Crown  8vo.,  5s, 

THE  PHYSIOLOGY  OF  THE  SECTS.  Crown 
8vo.,  price  5s. 

THE  RISE  AND  DECAY  OF  THE  RULE  OF 
ISLAM.    By  Archibald  J.  Dunn.     Large  post  Svo.,  12s. 


POETRY,   &c. 


RVELON  :  a  Poem.     By  W.  J.  Dawsox.     Fcp. 
Svo.,  4s.  6d. 

DEATH  OF  yEGEUS,  The,  and  other  Poems. 
By  W.  H.  A.  Emra.     Fcp.  Svo.,  5s. 

EMPEROR  AND  THE  GALILEAN,  The:  a 
Drama  in  two  parts.  Translated  from  the  Norwegian  of 
Henrik  Ibsen,  by  Catherine  Ray.  In  i  vol.,  crown  Svo., 
7s.  6d. 

FARM,  The  :  Incidents  and  Occurrences  thereat. 
By  D.  W.  Slann.  With  Songs  and  Music.  Crown  Svo., 
price  6s. 

P'AREWELL  TO  LIFE  ;  or  Lyrical  Reminiscences 
of  British  Peers  in  Art.  With  a  Biographical  Sketch  of  the 
late  Patrick  Nasmyth.  By  RiCHARD  Langley.  Dedicated 
to  Sir  Francis  Grant,  President  of  the  Royal  Academy.  Fcp. 
Svo.,  price  3s.  6d. 

GRANADA,    AND    OTHER    POEMS.      By   M. 

Sabiston.     Fcp.  Svo.,  4s. 

HELEN,  and  other  Poems.  By  Hubert  CURTIS. 
Fcp.  Svo.,  3s.  6d. 

MARY  DESMOND,  AND  OTHER  POExMS. 
By  Nicholas  J.  Gannon.  Fcp.  Svo.,  4s.,  cloth.  Second 
Edition. 

MISPLACED  LOVE.  A  Tale  of  Love,  Sin,  Sorrow, 
and  Remorse,     i  vol.,  crown  Svo.,  5s. 
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POEMS  AND  SONNETS.  By  H.  Greenhough 
Smith,  B.A.    Fcp.  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 

REGENT,  The  :  a  Play  in  Five  Acts  and  Epilogue. 

By  J.  M.  Chanson.     Crown  8vo.,  5s. 

RITUALIST'S  PROGRESS,  The;  or,  a  Sketch 
of  the  Reforms  and  Ministrations  of  the  Rev.  Septimus  Alban, 
Member  of  the  E.C.U.,  Vicar  of  S.  Alicia,  Sloperton.  By 
A  B  WiLDERED  Parishioner.     Fcp.  8vo.,  2s.  6d.,  cloth. 

SOUL  SPEAKS,  The,  and  other  Poems.  By 
Francis  H.  Hemery.     In  wrapper,  is. 

SUMMER  SHADE  AND  WINTER  SUNSHINE  : 

Poems.      By  RosA    MACKENZIE  Kettle,  author  of  "The 
Mistress  of  Langdale  Hall."     New  Edition.     2s.  6d.,  cloth. 

WITCH  OF  NEMI,  The,  and  other  Poems.  By 
Edward  Brennan.     Crown  Svo.,  los.  6d. 


PAMPHLETS,  &c. 

LFRED    THE    GREAT:  an  Opera  in  Four 

Acts.     By  Isaac  Hearnden.     In  wrapper,  price  is. 

ALPERTON  GHOST,  The:  a  Story.  By  Miss 
F.  H.  Waldy.     Price  6d.,  post  free. 

ANOTHER  ROW  AT  DAME   EUROPA'S 

SCHOOL.     Showing  how  John's  Cook  made  an  IRISH  Stew, 
and  what  came  of  it.     6d.,  sewed. 

''ANY  WOMAN  WILL   DO  FOR   A   MAN:"   a 

Warning  to  those  about  to  Marry.     In  wrapper,  6d.,  post  free. 
(Now  ready,  New  Edition,  price  3d.) 

BALAK  AND  BALAAM  IN  EUROPEAN  COS- 
TUME. By  the  Rev.  James  Kean,  M. A.,  Assistant  to  the 
Incumbent  of  Markinch,  Fife.     6d.,  sewed. 

BATTLE  OF  THE  TITLE,  The:  showing  how 
Will  Happirok  and  Tommy  Hyghe  tried  to  get  into  office  and 
failed.     In  wrapper,  is.,  post  free. 

CONFESSIONS  OF  A   WEST-END  USURER. 

In  illustrated  cover,  price  is.,  post  free. 

DIFFICULTIES    OF  POLITICAL  ECONOMY. 

By  a  Young  Beginner.     Crown  Svo.,  2s.  6d. 
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ETERNAL  PUNISHMENT.  The  Doctrine  of  the 
Everlasting  Torment  of  the  Wicked  shown  to  be  Unscriptural. 
In  wrapper,  is.,  post  free. 

FALL  OF  MAN,  The  :  an  Answer  to  :\Ir.  Darwin's 
"  Descent  of  Man  ;  "  being  a  Complete  Refutation,  by  common- 
sense  arguments,  of  the  Theory  of  Natural  Selection,  i  s.,  sewed. 

GOLDEN  PATH,   The  :    a  Poem.     By  Isabella 

Stuart.     6d.,  sewed. 
GREAT  FIGHT,  The,  BETWEEN  THE  BEAR 

AND  THE  TURKEY.      Its  Origin  and  Probable  Results. 

By  a  Young  Lion.     In  wrapper,  price  6d.,  post  free. 

IRISH  COLLAPSE,  The;  or,  Three  Months  of 
Home  Rule  :  Vision  of  Confusion.  Dedicated  to  the  Right 
Hon.  the  Earl  of  Beaconsfield.  By  the  Member  for  Donny- 
BROOK.     In  wrapper,  IS.,  post  free. 

LETTER  TO  THE  OUEEN,  A,  ON  HER 
RETIREMENT  FROM  PUBLIC  LIFE.  By  One  of  Her 
Majesty's  most  Loyal  Subjects.  In  wrapper,  price  is.,  post 
free. 

MISTRESSES    AND     MAIDS.        By     Hubert 

Curtis,  author  of  *'  Helen,"  &c.     Price  id. 
NEW      ZEALANDER,      The,     ON     LONDON 

BRIDGE  ;  or,  Moral  Ruins  of  the  Modern  Babylon.     By  a 
M.L.C.     In  wrapper,  price  is. 
OLD    TABLE,  The  :    a  Story  for  the  Young.     In 
wrapper,  is.,  post  free. 

ON  THE  MISMANAGEMENT  OF  THE  PUBLIC 
RECORD  OFFICE.  By  J.  PvM  Yeatman,  Barrister-at- 
Law,     In  wrapper,  price  is. 

OLD  CHURCH  KEY,  The.     By  the  Rev.  \V.  H. 

A.  Emra.     In  wrapper,  price  6d..  post  free. 

PUZZLES  FOR  LEISURE  HOURS,  Original 
and  Selected.  Edited  by  Thomas  Owen.  In  ornamental 
wrapper,  price  is.,  post  free. 

REAL  AND  THE  IDEAL,  The,  THE  BEAUTI- 
FUL AND  THE  TRUE  ;  or.  Art  in  the  Nineteenth 
Century  .•  a  Plain  Treatise  for  Plain  People,  containing  a  new 
and  startling  Revelation  for  the  Pre-Raphaelites.  By  a  Rustic 
Rusk  IN.    2  s.  6d. 

REDBREAST  OF  CANTERBURY  CATHE- 
DRAL, The  :  Lines  from  the  Latin  of  Peter  du  Moulin, 
sometime  a  Prebendary  of  Canterbury.  Translated  by  the 
Rev.  F.  B.  Wells,  M.A.,  Rector  of  Woodchurch.  Handsomely 
bound,  price  is. 

Samuel  Tinsley  &  Co.,  10,  Southampton  St,  Strand 
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STOCK    EXCHANGE    UNMASKED,   The.     In 

wrapper,  price  is.,  post  free. 

TICHBORNE   AND    ORTON    AUTOGRAPHS, 

The  ;  comprisinp^  Autograph  Letters  of  Rof^er  Tichborne, 
Arthur  Orton  (to  Mary  Ann  Loder),  and  the  Defendant  (early, 
letters  to  Lady  Tichborne,  &c.),  in  facsimile.  In  wrapper, 
price  6d. 

TWELVE  NATIONAL  BALLADS  (First  Series). 
Dedicated  to  Liberals  of  all  classes.  By  Philhelot,  of 
Cambridfre.     In  ornamental  cover,  price  6d.,  post  free. 

TRUE  FLEMISH  STORY,  A.  By  the  author  of 
"The  Eve  of  St.  Nicholas."     In  wrapper,  is. 

USE  AND  ABUSE  OF  IRRATIONAL  ANI- 
MALS, The  ;  with  some  Remarks  on  the  Essential  Moral 
Difference  between  Genuine  "Sport"  and  the  Horrors  of 
Vivisection.     In  wrapper,  price  is.,  post  free. 

BOOKS  FOR  THE  YOUNG. 

Now  ready,  in  one  very  handsome  volume,  with  a  number  of 
graphic  Coloured  Illustrations,  price  cs.  post  free,  and  of  all 
Booksellers. 


DVENTURES    OF  TOM    HANSON,  The; 
Or,  Brave  Endeavours  Achieve  Success  ;   a  Story  for 
Boys.     By  FiRTH  Garside,  M.A.  \ 

HARRY'S  BIG  BOOTS:   a  Fairy  Tale,  for  "  Smalle       j 
Folke."     By  S.  E.  Gay.     With  8  Full-page  Illustrations  and 
a   Vignette   by  the  author,  drawn   on   wood   by    Percival         i 
Skelton.     Crown  8vo.,  handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  price  5s.  | 

"  Some  capital  fun  will  be  found  in  '  Harry's  Ris:  Boots.'  .  .  The  illustra-  ] 

tions  are  excellent  and  so  is  the  story." — Pal/  Mall  Gazette.  \ 

ROSIE  AND  HUGH;  a  Tale  for  Boys  and  Girls.      J 
By  Helen  C.  Nash,     i  vol.,  crown  Svo.  6s. 

"In  '  Rosie  and  Hugh'  we  have  all  the  elements  of  fiction  presented  in     •    ; 
the  best  possible  form  to  attract  boys  and  girls.     Wholesome,  pure,  lively, 
with  here  and  there  a  dasli  of  humour,  the  book  is  certain  to  be  a  favourite 
with  both  parents  and  children A  cheerful,  clever  work." — Morning 

Post.  "\ 

SEED-TIME   AND    REAPING.     A  Tale  for  the       , 
Young.     By  Helen  Paterson.     Crown  Svo.  5s.  ^ 

FLORENCE  OR  LOYAL  QUAND  MEME.     By      I 

Frances  Armstrong.     Crown  8vo.,  5s.,  post  free.  ' 

Samuel  Tinsley  &  Co.,  10,  Southampton  St.,  Strand.      ! 
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